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SCHRODI NGER' S CAT TRI LOGY

Copyright © 1979 by Robert Anton W/ son

e-book ver. 1.0

"THE MAN S EI THER A GENI US OR JESUS. "

- Sounds

"The nost reasonable, intelligent, sophisticated and subtle analysis of the
worl d's madness ever seen in print."

- Pl ayboy

"The nost scientific of all science novels."

-New Sci enti st

"The man's glittering intelligence won't let you rest. First he shocks, then
enlightens the readers. One is never the same after reading him Wth each new
book | welcome his wi sdom |aced with his special brand of crazy hunor."

-Al an Harrington

"Speaks for that tiny but indispensable mnority who are changi ng our world by
changing the way we think about it."

- Robert Shea, co-author of The Illum natus! Tril ogy

The Uni verse Next Door

The Trick Top Hat

The Hom ng Pi geons
to the real Mss Portinari

Preface to the 1988 edition

There is a A ossary at the back of this book which explains many of the concepts
of quantum mechani cs enployed in the text. The reader may find this hel pful, and
it may be consulted at any point when el uci dati on seens needed.

The story herein is set in a variety of parallel universes in which nost of the
politicians are thieves and nost of the theol ogi ans are mani acs. These uni verses
have nothing in commn with our own world, of course.

O cour se.

BOOK ONE
The Uni verse Next Door

Not until the nmale beconme fenale and the fenmal e becones nale shall ye enter the
Ki ngdom of Heaven

-Jesus, in

The CGospel of Thonas

PART ONE
PURI TY OF ESSENCE

For the Cherub Cat is a termin the Angel Tiger
-christopher smart, Jubilate Agno

DON' T LOOK BACK
Hi story is a nightmare from whi ch none of us can awaken.
-stephen pronetheus in carl jung's Odysseus

The majority of Terrans were six-legged. They had territorial squabbles and
politics and wars and a caste system They also had sufficient intelligence to
survive on that barren boondocks planet for several billions of years.

We are not concerned here with the majority of Terrans. W are concerned with a
tiny mnority-the donmesticated primtes who built cities and wote synphonies
and invented things like tic-tac-toe and integral calculus. At the tine of our
story, these primates regarded thensel ves as the Terrans. The six-| egged
majority and other life-forms on that planet hardly entered into their thinking
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at all, nost of the tine.

The donesticated primates of Terra referred to the six-legged mgjority by an
insulting nane. They called them "bugs."

There was one species on Terra that lived in very close synbiosis with the
domesticated primates. This was a variety of donesticated canines called dogs.
The dogs had | earned to achieve a rough sinmulation of guilt and renorse and
worry and ot her donesticated prinate characteristics

The donesticated prinmates had | earned how to achi eve simulations of |oyalty and
dignity and cheerful ness and ot her canine characteristics.

The primates clained that they | oved the dogs as nuch as the dogs | oved them
Still, the primates kept the best food for thenselves. The dogs noticed this,
you can be sure, but they loved the primtes so nuch that they forgave them
One dog becane fanous. Actually he and she was a group of dogs, but they becane
renowned col |l ectively as Pavl ov's Dog.

The t hing about Pavlov's Dog is that he or she or they responded nechanically to
mechani cally adm nistered stinuli. Pavlov's Dog caused sone of the donesticated
primates, especially the scientists, to think that all dog behavior was equally
mechani cal . This nmade them wonder about other mammal s, including thensel ves.
Most prinmates ignored this philosophical challenge. They went about their

busi ness assumi ng that they were not nechani cal

The fact that plutoniumwas mssing originally |leaked to the press in the

m d-1970s. At first there was a minor wave of panic anong those given to
worryi ng about such matters, and there was even sone churlish grunbling about a
governnent so inconpetent that it couldn't keep track of its own weapons of

megadeat h.
But then a year passed, and another, and soon five years had passed, and then
nearly a decade; and the nissing plutoniumwas still nissing but nothing really

drastic had happened.

Terran primates, being a sinpleninded, sleepful race, sinply stopped worrying
about the subject. The triggering nmechani smof the nobst destructive weapon ever
devi sed on that backward planet was in unknown hands, true; but that was really
not nuch nore unsettling to contenplate than the fact that nmany of the known
hands whi ch had enjoyed access to plutonium bel onged to persons who were not in
all respects reasonable nen. (See Terran Archives: Reagan, Ronald WIson, career
of .)

The primate phil osophy of that epoch was sunmed up by one of their popul ar
heroes, M. Satchel Paige, in the aphorism "Don't |ook back-something m ght be
gaining on you." It was a confortabl e phil osophy for sleep-Iloving people.

The use of atom c weapons was wi dely blaned on a prinmate naned Al bert Einstein.
Even Einstein hinself had agreed with this opinion. He was a pacifist and had
suf fered aboni nabl e pangs of consci ence over what had been done with his
scientific discoveries.

"l shoul d have been a plunber," Einstein said just before he died.

Actual ly the discovery of atom c energy was the result of the work of every
scientist, craftsman, engineer, technician, philosopher, and gadgeteer who had
ever lived on Terra. The use of atonic energy as a weapon was the result of all
the political decisions ever nade, fromthe time the vertebrates first started
conmpeting for territory.

Most Terran primates did not understand the nultiplex nature of causality. They
tended to think everything had a single cause. This sinple philosophic error was
so widespread on that planet that the prinmates were all in the habit of giving
thensel ves, and other prinmates, nore credit than was deserved when things went
well. This nade themall inordinately conceited

They al so gave thensel ves, and one another, nore blanme than was deserved when
things went badly. This gave themall junbo-sized guilt conpl exes.

It is usually that way on prinmitive planets, before quantum causality is
under st ood.

Quantum causal ity was not understood on Terra until physicists solved the
Schr édi nger's Cat riddle.

Schr édi nger' s Cat never becane as fanpbus anpong the prinmate nmasses as Pavlov's
Dog, but that was because the cat was harder to understand than the dog.
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Pavl ov' s Dog coul d be understood in sinple nmechani cal netaphors. To understand
Schrédi nger's Cat you needed to first understand the equations of quantum
probability waves. Only a few primates were smart enough to read the equations,
and even they couldn't understand them

That was because the equations seened to say that the cat was dead and alive at
the same tine.

Every character in this book | ooks like Pavliov's Dog froma certain angle. If
you | ook at himor her a different way, however, you'll see Schrddinger's Cat.
As early as 1976, a group of Chicago paranoi ds known as the N hilist Anarchist
Horde (NAH) printed up a single-page broadside on how to manufacture an atomc
weapon. They sent this, in envelopes with no return address, to all the nost
hostil e and enbittered individuals and groups in the United States. NAH regarded
this mailing as both a joke and a warning, and refused to face the fact that it
was al so an incitement.

NAH had al ready put out bunper stickers saying things |ike:

REG STER CAPI TALI STS, NOT GUNS

and:

HONK | F YOU RE ARMED
and:

EAT THE RI CH

And they even had a rubber stanp which they used to decorate subway
advertisenents with the Nihilistic nessage: ARM THE UNEMPLOYED: RIOT IN THE LOOP
ON NEW YEAR S EVE

But they really outdid thenselves with the build-your-own atom ¢ weapon sheet,
which was titled "Hobbysheet #4" and | ooked |ike this:

HOBBYSHEET #4 in a series of 30. Collect 'emall

A SI MPLE ATOM C BOMB FOR

THE HOVE CRAFTSMAN

There is nothing conplex about an Atomic (or Fission) Bonb. If enough fission
mat erial (Uranium 235 or Plutonium 237) is brought together to forma critica
mass, it will explode. The trick is to put the pieces together fast enough to
get a decent blast before the bonb blows itself apart. This can be done quite
sinmply by neans of ordinary explosive as shown bel ow.

It was later estimated that the N hilist Anarchist Horde, nost of whom were
living on Welfare, were able to nmail out only 200,000 of these over the
four-year period (1976-80) before they grew bored with the project.

Nonet hel ess, nany of the equally paranoid and hostile persons who received this
mai | i ng had access to Xerox nachines and were as desperate as the nenbers of NAH
itself. It was later determ ned that by 1981 there were over 10,000, 000 copi es
of "Hobbysheet #4" in circulation. Eventually one of themreached the PCE group,
who were ready for an idea |like that.

The planet as a whol e continued to drowse.

ALTERNATI VE TEXTS
That is precisely what common sense is for, to be jarred into unconmpn sense.
-eric tenple bell, Mathematics: Queen of the Sciences

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

The original title of the greater part of what we have collected in this book
under the title Schrddinger's Cat was The Universe Next Door. The book of that
nane was begun as a sequel to |llumnatus!, but after several editors in a row
suffered psychotic breakdowns while reading it, publishers defensively ordered
that any ms. with that title, from Robert Anton W/I son, should be returned
unopened.

"Peopl e generally do not want a new form of prose fiction to replace the
hackneyed 'novel," " WIlson wote in a letter to his friend Ml acl ypse the
Younger. "There never has been a serious attenpt since Odysseus."

Schr6di nger's Cat Fair Copy #2, according to WIson scholars, incorporates |ater
and still nore bizarre material, the text of which was allegedly dictated to

Wl son by a canine intelligence-"vast, cool, and unsynpathetic"- fromthe system
of the Dog Star, Sirius. Schrédinger's Cat Fair Copy #3 appeared much later, in
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2031, under mnysterious circumnmstances. Some clained, at the tinme, that it had
been received by a trance nmediumto whom W1l son had "broadcast" it after his

mel odramatic departure fromthis world in 1993. Skeptics have al ways insisted
that the alleged mediumactually found it in an old tanmpon box in her attic. A

| egend about the manuscript being recovered fromthe Masonic Auditoriumin San
Franci sco, after the earthquake of 2005, and passed around anbng adepts of
certain occult groups, is probably nythical

Various alternative texts, generally considered forgeries, have circul ated at
intervals and many W1 son schol ars debate heatedly whether this final nms. is, in
fact, totally or even in mgjor part Wlson's work. That two authors at |east are
here represented, often at cross-purposes with each other, is the energing
academi c consensus at this tine.

The present edition incorporates all material that is undoubtedly WIson's,
together with matter of such a Wl sonian and weird character that the present
editor regards it as probably-WI son's-within-reasonabl e-doubt.

It only remains to affirmthat Schrodinger's Cat, contrary to appearances, is
not a nmere "routine" or "shaggy shoggoth story." Despite his sinister reputation
and his well-known eccentricities, WIson was one of the last of the scientific
shamans of the prinmitive, terrestrial phase of the cruel, magnificent Unistat
Enpire. This nmay be hard to understand when nany Establishnment scholars stil
deny that anything like scientific shamanismexisted in the twentieth century,
but it is nevertheless well docunmented that W/lson, Leary, Lilly, Crow ey,

Cast aneda, and nany others pursued rigorous studies in scientific shamanic
research even under the persecution of the "neurol ogi cal police" so
characteristic of that barbaric epoch.* Some have even proposed that
Schrodinger's Cat is actually a manual of shamanismin the formof a novel, but
that opinion is, alnost certainly, exaggerated.

*See the Editor's "d andestine Neurotransmtter Research Under the Holy
Inquisition and the D.E. A ," Archives of General Archaeol ogy, Vol. 23, No. 17.

ONE MONTH TO GO
I mMmature hunorists borrow, mature hunorists steal
-mark twain

On Decenber 1, 1983, Benny "Eggs" Benedict, a popular columist for the New

Yor k* News- Ti mes- Post, sat down to conpose his daily essay. According to his
usual procedure, he breathed deeply, rel axed every nuscle, and gradually forced
all verbalization in his brain to stop. Wen he had reached the void, he waited
to see what would float up to fill the vacuum What surfaced was:

One nonth to go to 1984.

Benny | ooked at the cal endar; what happened next woul d be portrayed by a
cartoonist as a light bulb flashing on over his head. He began poundi ng the
typewiter, conparing the actual situation of the world with Owell's fantasy.
*@Gal actic Archives: New York was an independent city-state in the northwest of
Unistat. It was noted for its nal odorous stockyards, its vast notion-picture

i ndustry, and a huge phallic nonunent dedicated to "Washington," a fertility god
who allegedly slept in nearly every part of the Unistat, usually with human
worren, bringing forth such sem divine progeny as the gigantic Paul Bunyan, the
patriotic General Mdttors, the trickster-god Ni xon, and the benign M ckey Myuse,
who began as a totemof the city of Disneyland and eventually becane the
principal divinity of all Unistat.

Hi s col um, headed "One Month to Go," was read by nearly 10,000, 000 people, the
News- Ti mes- Post being the only surviving daily paper available to the 20,000, 000
citizens of the six boroughs of New York City. Nine mllion of the 10,000, 000
readers were a little bit paranoid, this being the natural ecological result of
crowdi ng that many primates into such a congested space, and nost of them agreed
with the npbst pessinmistic portions of Benedict's estinmation of Orwell's accuracy
as a prophet.

"One nonth to go to 1984" becane a catchphrase to conclude or answer anybody's
conpl ai nt about anything. "One nonth to go to 1984"-soon you heard it

everywhere; it reached Chicago by Decenber 10, San Francisco by Decenber 14, was
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even quoted in Bad Ass, Texas, on Decenber 16

By Decenber 23 the London Economist printed a very scholarly article on world
history from 1949, when Owell's book was published, to the present, enunerating
dozens of parallels between Owell's fiction and the planet's nightmare.

In Paris a pronminent Existentialist, in an interviewwith Paris Soir, argued
that living inside a book, even a book by an English nasochist |ike Owell, was
better than living in reality. "Art has neaning but reality has none," he said
cheerful ly.

The six-legged majority on Terra were never consulted when the donesticated

pri mates set about buil ding weapons that could destroy all life-forns on that

pl anet. This was not unusual. The fish, the birds, the reptiles, the flowers,
the trees, and even the other manmals weren't allowed to vote on this issue.
Even the wild primates weren't involved in the decision to produce such weapons.
In fact, the najority of donmesticated prinmates thensel ves never had a say in the
matter.

A handful of al pha nal es anong the | eadi ng predator bands anpong the donesticated
pri mat es had made the decision on their own. Everybody el se on the

pl anet -incl udi ng the six-1egged majority, who had never been involved in primte
politics-just had to face the consequences.

Most of the donesticated prinmates of Terra did not know they were primates. They
t hought they were sonething apart fromand "superior" to the rest of the planet.
Even Benny Benedict's "One Month to Go" colum was based on that illusion. Benny
had actually read Darwin once, in college a long tinme ago, and had heard of

sci ences |ike ethol ogy and ecol ogy, but the facts of evolution had never really
regi stered on him He never thought of hinself as a primate. He never realized
his friends and associates were prinmates. Above all, he never understood that
the al pha mal es of Unistat were typical |eaders of prinmate bands. As a result of
this inability to see the obvious, Benny was constantly alarnmed and terrified by
t he behavior of himself, his friends and associ ates and especially the al pha

mal es of the pack. Since he didn't know it was ordinary prinmate behavior, it
seened just awmful to him

Since a great deal of prinmate behavior was considered just awful, nost of the
donesticated primates spent nost of their tinme trying to conceal what they were
doi ng.

Sone of the prinmates got caught by other primates. Al of the primates lived in
dread of getting caught.

Those who got caught were call ed no-good shits.

The term no-good shit was a deep expression of primate psychol ogy. For instance,
one wild primate (a chinpanzee) taught sign | anguage by two donesticated
primates (scientists) spontaneously put together the signs for "shit" and
"scientist" to describe a scientist she didn't |ike. She was calling him
shit-scientist. She al so put together the signs for "shit" and "chi npanzee" for
anot her chi npanzee she didn't |ike. She was calling himshit-chinpanzee.

"You no-good shit," donesticate primates often said to each ot her

Thi s nmetaphor was deep in primte psychol ogy because prinates mark their
territories with excretions, and sometines they threw excretions at each other
when di sputing over territories.

One prinate wote a | ong book describing in vivid detail how his politica

enem es shoul d be punished. He inmgined themin an enornous hole in the ground,
with flanes and snmoke and rivers of shit. This prinmte was naned Dante

Ali ghieri.

Anot her prinate wote that every primate infant goes through a stage of being
chiefly concerned with biosurvival, i.e. food, i.e. Monmie's Titty. He called
this the Oral Stage. He said the infant next went on to a stage of |earning
manmel i an politics, i.e. recognizing the Father (al pha male) and his Authority
and territorial demands. He called this, with an insight that few prinates
shared, the Anal Stage.

This primate was naned Freud. He had taken his own nervous system apart and
exam ned his conponent circuits by periodically altering its structure with

neur o- cheni cal s.

Anmong the anal insults exchanged by donesticated primtes when fighting for

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (5 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:39 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

their space were: "Up your ass,”" "Go shit in your hat," "You're full of shit,"
"Take it and stick it where the noon doesn't shine," and nmany ot hers.

One of the nost admred al pha males in the Kingdom of the Franks was Genera
Canbronne. General Canbronne won this adulation for the answer he once gave when
asked to surrender at Waterl oo.

"Merde," was the answer Ceneral Canbronne gave

When primates went to war or got violent in other ways, they always said they
were about to knock the shit out of the eneny.

They al so spoke of dunpi ng on each other

The primates who had mined Unistat with nuclear bonbs intended to dunp on the
other prinmates real hard.

Benny Benedict's entire phil osophy of |life had been shaped by an obscene novel,
a nurder, and a Boston Cream Pie

The novel was called Odysseus and the nobst shocking thing about it, aside from
the searing indecency of its |anguage, was that it had been witten by a fanous
theol ogi an, Rev. Carl Gustav Jung of Zurich, Switzerland. Nobody had known what
to nmake of the book when it was first published, except to fulmnate against it.
The story, in fourteen chapters, recounted fourteen hours in a very ordi nary day
as sone staggeringly ordinary characters wandered about Zurich on
extraordinarily ordinary business. Wien Jung reveal ed that the fourteen chapters
corresponded to the fourteen Stations of the Cross, conservative critics added
bl aspheny to their charges against him Later-nmuch | ater-acadeni c exegetes
adopt ed Odysseus as the very nodel of a nodern novel and wote endl ess studies
proving that it was an allegory on everything fromthe evol ution of
consciousness to the rise and fall of civilizations.

Benny coul dn't understand nuch of what these acadenmic critics wote, but he knew
that Odysseus was, to him the only book that really succeeded in naking the
daily seem profound. That was enough of an achi everment to convince himthat Jung
was a genius. It also encouraged himto | ook at everything that happened as
bei ng marvel ous in one way or another. If Jung's characters, or sone of them
happened to defecate, urinate, nmasturbate, and fornicate during the fourteen
hours, that was not because the theologian was trying to wite pornography, but
because the mracle of daily life could not be showmn without all of its daily
details. Benny didn't give a flying Philadel phia fuck about the novel's
parallels with the Odyssey and the Stations of the Cross, which Jung adnitted,
or the other correspondences with body organs, colors, Tarot cards, | Ching
hexagrans, and the romantic triangle in Krazy Kat, which his admrers clained to
have found. The inportant thing about Odysseus was that it denonstrated, alnost
scientifically, that no day was a dull day.

Jung, who regarded hinmself as a better psychol ogi st than the psychol ogi sts-this
was a conceit typical of theol ogians-clainmed to have found three nore circuits
in the nervous system beyond Freud's oral biosurvival circuit and ana

enotional -territorial circuit. Jung said that Odysseus denonstrated also a
semantic-hom nid circuit which created a veil of words between donesticated
primates and their experience, thereby differentiating themfromthe wld
primates. He also clained a specific socio-sexual circuit created by the process
of donestication. And he added a fifth, neurosomatic circuit typical of
mysticismand rusic, which causes primates to feel H gh and spaced-out.

But Benny didn't care about all that. Odysseus, in his mnd, was sinply the book
that described life the way it really is, without sentinent and enotions.

The nurder changed all that. It showed Benny that every day is also a terrible
day, for sonebody.

On July 23, 1981, Benny's nother, a white-haired old |ady of eighty-four, left
the Brooklyn Senior Citizen's Hone where she lived to wal k one block to the
supernmarket. On the way she had her purse snatched and, according to witnesses,
struggled with the thief. She was stabbed seventeen tinmes with a Boy Scout

kni fe. When Benny arrived at the hospital energency room she was al ready dead,
but he got a | ook-a |ong | ook-at her crinmson, nutilated body before the doctor
on duty hustled himout into the hall and shot himfull of tranquilizers.

Benny was crippled psychologically in a way that he could not perfectly
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understand. After all, having reached the fifth decade of his life, he was well
acquainted with grief: in the past ten years he had experienced the deaths of
his father, his older brother, and three close friends. But nurder is not just
another formof grief: it is a nmetaphysical nessage |like Fate knocking on the
door at the begi nning of Beethoven's Fifth. Benny found that the whole world had
turned to very fragile glass. Every police siren, every newscast, every angry
voi ce on the street reminded himthat he bel onged to a dangerously viol ent

speci es. Benny Benedict realized that each m nute, sonewhere in the world,
sonebody was bei ng bashed, beaten, stabbed, shot, slashed, gassed, poisoned,
robbed of Ilife.

He coul d not bear to be al one at ni ght anynore.

The Grinning Sadist began to haunt him

This horrifying i mage had been inprinted upon his neurons by various novies and
TV nel odramas of the sixties and seventies. The Ginning Sadist invaded your
hone, sonetinmes al one and sonetinmes with a horde of equally noronic and vicious
cohorts. You were particularly susceptible if you were blind or a worman or al

al one at night, but sonetines-as in The Dangerous Hours-he would cone with his
brutal crewin the bright daytine. H s business was never sinply burglary,

al though that was part of it; his real interest was in huniliation, terror,
degradation, torture of the body and spirit. And he al ways grinned.

Benny's doctor prescribed Valium 5 ng. before bedtine. It hel ped Benny sl eep;
but when he was awake, every noise still sounded |ike the Ginning Sadist
furtively trying the door.

Benny bought a police |ock. Every noise now sounded |ike the Ginning Sadi st
trying to force a w ndow.

Then, one day | ooking through the old files in the newspaper norgue, Benny found
an interview with Senator Charles Percy given in 1970, two years after the
murder of his daughter. "For the first year after the nurder," Senator Percy
said, "my whole famly lived in terror."

Benny felt a sudden sense of relief. This nust be normal, he thought; it happens
to everybody who's had a nurder close to them And it lasts only a year

But as July 23, 1982, approached, Benny was not energing fromthe terror; it was

growi ng worse. Well, he had been reading up on grief and bereavenent, and he
knew the first anniversary is always a terrible tinme. He found the know edge
hel pful; it gave hima snmall purchase on detachnent. Al so, without his doctor's

consul tation, he had raised his Valiumdosage at bedtine from5 ng. to 15 ny.
and sonetines 25

Then on July 23 itself-the anniversary of the murder- the Ginning Sadist

appear ed.

Benny had been invited to give a talk at the Press Cub on "Lousewart and
Lowered Expectations."” The |uncheon was excellent, but Benny ate little, know ng
that a belch in the nmiddl e of the speech could destroy all conmunication for
several minutes after. When Fred "Figs" Newton began to introduce him (.

"New York's nost beloved daily columist ... an institution for over thirty
years . . ."), Benny felt the usual tw nges of stage fright, began rehearsing
again his first three jokes, gave up on that and concentrated instead on his
mantra (Om mani padnme hum Om mani padnme hum. . .) and was finally in the ideal
state of m xed apprehensi on and urgency out of which the nost rel axed-sounding
public speeches al ways cone.

As the appl ause di ed down, he rose to speak

And he saw the Ginning Sadist coming right at him

He saw the deranged eyes, the cruel nouth, the deliberately ugly clothing (like
a very poor cowboy or a 1960s college student), and the knife in the nmaniac's
hand.

On mani padnme hum .

And then he got the Boston Cream Pie right in the face.

It hadn't been a knife at all: he had inagined a knife when the pie plate was
turned and raised as it was thrown.

Benny stood there, very conscious that he was overwei ght and past fifty, Boston
Cream Pie dripping fromhis face, trying to rem nd hinself that heart

pal pitati ons were not a synptom of heart attack, aware suddenly that the daily
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|'ife of humanki nd was not only marvel ous, as Jung had taught him and terrible,
as the murder had taught him but totally absurd as well, as the Existentialists
m ght have taught him?*

*Gal actic Archives: Pie throwing was common in Unistat at the tinme of this
Romance. It derived, of course, fromthe territorial feces-hurling rituals of
other prinmates. See "Expressions of Violence in WIld and Donesticated Prinates,"
Encycl opedi a of Primate Psychol ogy, Sirius Press, 2775. Donesticated primates
defend ideological territories (nental constructs) as well as the physical turf.
Pie throwers were expressing mammalian territorial rage in a traditional primte
manner by throwi ng guck in the faces of those who threatened their ideol ogica
"space. "

AUFGEHOBEN
2 NEW PLANETS DI SCOVERED
-news headline, 1983

The only one in New York who didn't react enotionally to Benny Benedict's "One
Month to Go" colum was Justin Case, an enbittered, fortyish man who wote
beautifully neaningless filmcriticism Case had not liked the filmof 1984 and
never read books, which he regarded as too ol d-fashioned to be worthy of serious
attention.

"Books were invented by Gutenberg in the fifteenth century and are, like al
other inventions five centuries old, hopelessly archaic," Case often said.
He also liked to categorize books as "linear," "Aristotelian," and, when he was

especially rhetorical, "paleolithic"; he justified this last adjective on the
grounds that books consisted of words, an O d Stone Age invention

Case had a Ph.D. fromYale and a D.D. (D shonorable Discharge) fromthe U S.
Arnmy. He had earned the forner for a thesis on "Metaphor and Myth in the Filns
of the Three Stooges" and the latter for trying to organize a mutiny during the
VietnamWar. His filmecriticismappeared in a journal called Confrontation. His
essays usually began with the sane three words as his Ph.D. thesis-e.qg.,

"Met aphor and Myth in Hitchcock's 39 Steps," "Metaphor and Myth in Beach Bl anket
Bi ngo"-that sort of thing.

There was not nuch of an audi ence for such witing and Justin barely nade a
living. Hs dreamwas to become an editor at Pussycat nmagazi ne, where the big
noney was.

The FBI had been tapping his phone ever since Vietnam and had reels and reels of
hi s conversation, which concerned al nost nothing but films. Neverthel ess, they
kept listening, hoping sonething incrimnating would slip eventually. A nan with
both a Ph.D. and a D.D. was obviously worth attention, even if npobst of what he
said was totally inconprehensible to them

Speci al Agent Tobi as Knight, playing Case's tapes one evening, actually heard a
long rap about Curly being the id or first circuit, Larry the ego or second
circuit, and Mde the superego or Jung's fourth circuit. Things got even nore
confusi ng when Case went on to tal k about the "cinematic continuity in the S-M
di mensi on between Mde and Pol anski." It got even weirder when Case said,

"Pol anski hinself went to Chinatown three times-when his parents were murdered
by the Nazis, when his wife was nurdered by the Manson Fanily, and when he got
convicted of statutory rape. W all go to Chinatown, one way or another, sooner
or later." Still, the Bureau did not give up. Case was sure to say sonething
incrimnating, or at least intelligible to them sooner or |ater

Tobi as Knight had listened to 42,000 hours of "private" conversations since
joining the FBI. Anong other things, this had clearly shown himthat all the
standard primate sexual behaviors were preval ent throughout Unistat. Since

Kni ght, |ike Benny Benedict and nost other two-|egged Terrans, did not know he
bel onged to a mammal species, this primte behavior was profoundly shocking to
him He felt nuch |ike a Methodi st who runs a drugstore in Little Rock-angui shed
that the Sins of his fellows were exceeded only by their Hypocrisy. This nade

hi m Cyni cal

The sane Cynici smwas wi despread in the Bureau. O der hands who had listened to
80, 000 or even 100, 000 hours of "private" conversations were beyond Cynicism
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They had becone paranoid about their fellow prinates.

Tobi as Kni ght hinmsel f would be classified as a no-good shit by nost of the
primates if they knew what he was up to. He was the first pentuple agent in the
hi story of espionage-that is, he had connections with four other Intelligence
Agenci es besides the FBI and was doubl e-crossing all of them

He al so had a wal rus nustache and a jovial eye. He could have been an excell ent
character actor in novies or TV. Everybody |iked himand trusted himon sight.
That was why he was so successful in the cl oak-and-dagger business.

Justin Case suspected that the FBI was tapping his phone. However, 9,000, 000 out
of 20,000,000 primates in New York al so suspected the FBlI of tapping their
phones. Case just happened to be one of the 8,000,000 who were correct in this
suspi ci on.

Case was certainly not a nutineer by tenperanent; his visual cortex-the nost
energi zed part of himwas neurogenetically inprinted with a dry, detached,

anal ytical, alnobst passive, tenperanent. H's world was made up of forns in
space, edited into amusi ng nontages by the passing of tine; if he ever read
books, he might have found that Einstein's Relativity was the nathematica
anal og of his own m nd.

Even paintings barely won his tolerance; only filmand TV, basically nontage,
turned himon. He was inclined to feel that anything which did not flicker,

shi mer, and change rapi dly was probably dead and shoul d be decently and quickly
buri ed.

In short, he was an el ectronic Taoi st.

The Vi et nam War had been punishing in various ways to all Unistaters, but Case,
enbroiled in the center of it, experienced it as very bad TV. It was |ike the
filmhad stuck and Moe kept jabbing his finger in Curly's eye, over and over, in
an infinite regress, until the nmyth and netaphor had both turned neaningl ess

t hrough redundance. If the war wasn't that, it was sloppy editing or just plain
bad taste. The nutiny was the only equivalent he could find to the sinple act of
turning the dial to another channel

He had tried to explain this to the |lieutenant appointed to defend himat the
court-martial, a sly, cat-faced young man naned Li onel Eacher. Lieutenant
Eacher, before entering the service, had been an expert at Contract Law, the

rul es by which the primtes determ ned and marked their territories. Renmenber:
other mammual s do this by | eaving excretions which geonetrically define the size
and shape of the claimed turf, but donesticated primates do it by excreting ink
on paper. Eacher was a | awyer, an expert at proving either that the ink
excretions neant what they said (if he were being paid to prove that) or that
the ink excretions didn't exactly nean what they said (if he were being paid to
prove that).

Li onel Eacher listened to Case's story with growing incredulity. At the end of
the narrative he frowned very thoughtfully and said, "Wuld you just run that by
me agai n?"

So Case had explained, this time in nore detail, the aesthetics of proper
utilization of sadomasochist material in the total structure of Significant
Form

"l see," Eacher said thoughtfully. "I think we've got a winner." He relaxed and
lit a cigarette. "The usual defense is that you were reading the Bible and saw a
white light and Jesus told you to give up war. But this, well, this is
beautiful. You sound like a real fruitcake. | mght even get you a nedica

di scharge. "

Case realized that he was talking to a barbarian, but that was normal in the
mlitary. He had an intuitive sense that twenty years in the joint, which was
what the Judge Adjutant General's office was asking, would be even nore
redundant, in the S-Mdinension, than the war itself. Very well: If a man of
esthetic sensibility seenmed like a fruitcake to these prinitives, so be it. He
wanted to go hone.

Case expl ained his position to the court-martial with great el oquence (part of
what he said he even used later in a critique of The Rocky Horror Show) and they
did, indeed, decide he was a fruitcake. They gave hima D.D., but two nenbers of
the board, he learned | ater, had argued vigorously for a nedical
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The Vietnam War, |ike nost prinate squabbles, was about territory. Chinese
primates, Unistat prinmates, the primtes of the Bear Totem fromthe steppes and
various | ocal Southeast Asian prinmates were trying to expand their
collective-totemegos (territories) by taking over the turf in Southeast Asia.
If they had been wild primtes, they would have all excreted in the disputed
area and naybe thrown excretions at each other; being donesticated prinates,
they made ink excretions on paper and threw netal and chemi cals at each ot her
It was one of a series of runbles over Southeast Asia which had at one tine or
anot her involved Dutch primates, French prinmates, primates of the Rising Sun
totem and various other predator bands.

Since the Unistat primates, |ike other donesticated hom nids, did not know they
were primates, all this was explained by a ferocious anount of ink excretions

i nvoking Morality and |deol ogy, the twin gods of donesticated prinatedom
Basically, the prinmates who wanted to clai m Sout heast Asia said it was "good" to
go in shooting and grab whatever was grabable; the primates who didn't give a
fuck about Southeast Asia said it was "evil."

Justin Case was not verbally oriented; he thought in pictures, as a good film
critic should. He never asked whether the war was "good" or "evil." It was
unaest heti c.

The peopl e who had m ned Unistat with nucl ear bonbs had not regarded the Vi etnam
War as unaesthetic. They thought it was downright evil.

They thought just about everything the Unistat al pha males-in corporations and
governnents-did was evil.

They thought nost of their fellow primtes were no-good shits.

Justin Case had been born blissfully by a joyous nother schooled in the Gantly
Di ck- Read nmet hod of natural childbirth.

By the tinme Justin was thirty-six years old, in 1983, the D ck-Read nethod was
as obsol ete as the horse and buggy. Things were noving fast on Terra in that
age.

Nonet hel ess, the Dick-Read natural childbirth yoga was good for its tinme, and
Case had a permanent security inprint on the oral biosurvival circuitry of his
brain. That was one reason he never worried about ethical issues.

When Justin began to crawl about the house and then rose up to wal k up and down
init, his father, a forner alpha male with a |arge corporati on now on the skids
due to booze, found hima pest and a nui sance. Father di sappeared rapidly,
pursued by lawsuits and child maintenance |liens, which harassed himso nmuch that
he drank even nore, earned |less, and was first chronically and then permanently
i ncapabl e of paying a blessed penny to Justin and Justin's Mymy.

Justin was not genetically programred to be an al pha male, but under the
circunstances he learned to do a good imtation of one.

"Momy's Great Big Man," Momy called him

The anal -territorial (old primate) section of Justin's brain took an inprint of
Pr et end- Aut hority.

Then Justin discovered the semantic environnment. He learned to read and watch
TV. The books seened clunsy and sententious conpared to the i nmedi acy of the
tube. He took a visual-electronic inprint on the semantic circuit, |ike npost of
hi s generati on.

Case's sociosexual circuit was inprinted by Playboy, Sexual Revol ution, weed,
Rock, yippies, protest, the Generation Gap, Wnen's Lib, and General Confusion
He was a bachel or who had heterosexual couplings as often as he felt the need,
with the m ni num possi bl e human i nvol venent.

If you're interested in superficialities, he | ooked |ike a gay intellectual or a
coll ege professor or a little bit of both. He already had a bald spot. He
dressed in conservative good taste. And every four years he went to a polling
booth and carefully printed with a heavy felt-tip pen, "NONE OF THE ABOVE. "
This was his one flicker of Social Consciousness.

Case had one Weird Experience in his whole life. It happened in 1973 when he
went to see the fanous nentalist, psychic, escape artist, and conedi an
Cagliostro the Great, at a nightclub called Von Neumann's Catastrophe
Cagliostro began his act with a fewtraditional tricks- being | ocked in one box
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and t hen reappearing out of another at the opposite side of the room that kind
of routine. This was followed by one of his bitingly sarcastic nonol ogues about
the tricksters in other professions, such as the clergy and the government. This
was all as Case had expected fromthe Mst Controversial Mgician in Show Biz

hi story. Then canme the psychic stunts, which were sonetinmes frighteningly

i npressive

"B.W," Cagliostro called out. "WII| you please stand up?" Case saw t he
unbear abl e bore, Blake WIllians, standing at a ringside table.

"B.W," Cagliostro repeated, "you will never finish your twelve-volunme study of
quant um psychol ogy. Not ever, in this universe. The twitches in your |leg from
the polio can be cured by Valerian Root tea. The incident at the Vandivoort
Street incinerator is still haunting you. Your investnents are all wong-there's
no future in space industry. And as for Project Pan, Doctor-Project Pan-

naughty, naughty, naughty!"

Case could see that WIllians had turned pale.

"J.C.," Cagliostro called out suddenly, "don't stand. This is private.
Case squirned, half-afraid, half-skeptical, totally vulnerable. "J.C ,"
Cagliostro repeated, "you have created this novie that you call reality. Stay
out of Chinatown.

Justin

"S.M," the magician went on, "S.M, about the Beast, now. . . that's in your
future. "

POE

Quot h the Raven, "Nevernore."

- poe

In July 1968, immediately after the Denocratic Convention, held behind barbed
wire to prevent the people frominterfering in their ow affairs, a letter
appeared in The Seed, a Chicago radical newspaper. The letter said:

Brot hers and Sisters:

The final struggle is upon us. The big racist-inperialist forces that contro
Aneri ka have taken off their fake "liberal" mask and shown their true fasci st
nature. Look at the record: the assassinations of John and Bobby and Martin

Lut her King. The unendi ng war agai nst the people of Vietnam The brutalities of
the local police, right on television with the whole world watching, during the
recent Denokratic Convention. Is it not obvious that the nultinationa
corporations no |longer even care to pretend that denocracy still exists and are
ready to kill us to the last man and woman if we continue to resist?

Weat her Under ground has chosen the wwong path, romantically allow ng thensel ves
to be known and defying the authorities to catch them

We of PCE have organi zed quietly. Qur nunbers are not for publication, nor our
identities. W will not take "credit" for our actions, unlike the \Wather
romantics. W will not recruit new nenbers. We will send no further communi ques
to the press. W will work and study to strike the nost crippling blows possible
agai nst the fasci st nonster.

If you agree with us, do not seek to find us and join us. Do as we have done.
Peace On Earth.

John Brown

Sone readers of The Seed thought this was a put-on. Ohers clained it was the
work of an FBI agent provocateur. A few wondered if POE actually existed, and
what it woul d do.

Everybody, of course, assuned that the initials POE stood for the slogan in the
last line of the letter-"Peace On Earth." They were wong. PCE stood for "purity
of essence." The group had deliberately taken as their nodel General Jack D.

Ri pper in the filmDr. Strangel ove, who | aunches a nuclear war to protect "the
purity of essence of our precious bodily fluids" against fluorides. POE honestly
felt that sanity had failed to save the world and that only insanity renmai ned as
a viable alternative

Nor were they alone in this attitude. The sane year PCE was formed, the Anerican
peopl e el ected Richard M| hous Ni xon to the Wite House, guided by a simlar
gut-level feeling that sonmebody |ike Jack D. Ri pper was needed to confront the
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growi ng chaos of the planet with sone strong counterchaos.*

The real name of the founder of PCE was not "John Brown" of course. That was a
pseudonym

The original John Brown had been a fervent ldealist, which was why PCE admired
him They were all fervent Idealists too

John Brown, notivated by Idealism had set out to abolish slavery in Unistat in
the nineteenth century. On one of his first raids he nurdered a whole fanily of
sl ave owners. An associate, who was |ess ldealistic, had suggested sparing the
children, but John Brown refused.

"Nits grow up to be lice," he said.

I dealists were like that. You were much safer falling into the hands of the
Cyni cs. The Cynics regarded everybody as equally corrupt. That was the attitude
for instance, of Tobias Knight and the other old hands at the FBI

The I dealists regarded everybody as equally corrupt, except thensel ves.

*CGal actic Archives: At the tinme of this story the Unistat government had 1, 700
atom ¢ bonbs for every man, wonan, and child on the planet. Since a person can
die only once, historians have been at a loss to explain what the Unistaters
expected to do with the surplus 1,699 bonbs for each human being. Gal actica
primatol ogi sts informus that sinmilar irrational behavior has been observed
anong donesticated apes on several thousand pl anets.

The six-1egged majority on Terra had never devel oped I dealismor Cynicism nor
had they ever thought of sin or corruption. They had a sinple, pragmatic
out | ook. People could be recogni zed because they all had six |egs. Good people
smelled right and were part of the sane hive or colony. Bad people snelled wong
and were not part of the hive; they should be eaten at once, or driven off.
Two- | egged and four-legged critters weren't people at all and to hell with them
The four-1legged residents of Terra were, for the nost part, equally

si mpl em nded. People had four legs. Six-legged critters were food, or else they
were not worth noticing. Two-legged critters were dangerous, and shoul d be

avoi ded.

Only the dogs, anong all the four-legged Terrans, recogni zed the two-I|egged

pri mates as bei ng peopl e.

Some of the primates al so recogni zed the dogs as being peopl e.

One-tenth of one percent of the domesticated primates recognized all the
life-forms on their planet as people.

The one-tenth of one percent of the prinmates who recogni zed non-prinmates as
people were in violent disagreenment with each other about everything el se. About
one-third of themwere Mystics and suffered from Pernmanent Brain Damage brought
on by fasting, yoga, or other nmasochistic practices. They had attained

under standing of the Intelligence of all living beings through an
ecstatic-agoni zi ng experience of ego |oss brought on by their masochistic
excesses. They went around tal king about this genetic Intelligence and calling
it "God" and telling everybody it was too smart to nake m stakes and
incidentally talking a | ot of nonsense, also brought on by their excesses.
Another third of the primates who recogni zed consci ousness wherever it existed
were specially trained scientists, in fields |ike ethol ogy, ecol ogy, biophysics,
and Neurologic. They all talked in specialized jargons and hardly anybody coul d
understand them Modst of them coul dn't even understand one anot her

The last third of the primtes who had a sense of the genetic program behind
evol ution were fol k who had eaten sone strange chemicals or vegetabl es. They
were |ike the blind Denebian shell cats who suddenly encounter water for the
first tine by falling into an ocean. They knew sonet hi ng was happening to them
but they weren't sure what it was.

PCE theoretically had no leader. It was an anarcho- Marxi st collective.

The real |eader was, of course, an al pha nmale. H s nane was Franklin Del ano
Roosevelt Stuart, and he was one of the smartest men in Unistat at that tine.
Unfortunately, his reptile biosurvival circuit was inprinted with chronic

anxi ety, his mamalian enotional -territorial circuit was inprinted with

def ensi ve aggression, his homnid semantic circuit was inprinted with an

expl osive bl end of Black street cynicismand New Left ideol ogy, and his

donesti cated soci osexual circuit was from Ki nksville.
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F.D.R Stuart clained that the purpose of PCE was to accelerate the dialectica
process of evolution toward the cl assl ess society where all would live in peace,
prosperity, and socialist solidarity, and there would be no cops.

The real purpose of Stuart's activities was to get even. The other primates in
Uni stat had raped his nother and jailed his father and driven his brothers and
sisters into street crinme and junk and generally maltreated himall his life. In
addition they called himby an insulting nane, which was nigger.

Second in command in PCE was Sylvia Goldfarb, a refugee from God s Li ghtning,
NOW the Radical Lesbians, and Wat her Underground. She was even smarter than F.
D.R Stuart, but she deferred to him despite her fenm nist orientation, because
he was a true al pha mal e who was a Mean Mot herfucker Wien Crossed and had even
nmore rage in himthan she did.

To Sylvia, the purpose of POE, she said, was to create a world where all nen and
worren, all races and all classes, all humanity, lived in loving harnony and ate
uncooked fruits and veget abl es.

Her real notive was also to get even. The other primates discrim nated agai nst
her for being female, for being Jewi sh, for being highly verbal and a Teacher's
Pet, for wearing glasses, for being an atheist, and for several dozen other
reasons at least. They also called her by an insulting nane, which was dyke.

The third foundi ng nenber was Munt batten Babbit, who was a cyclica

schi zophrenic. He w gged out once a year, on the average, and had | earned how to
medi cate hinsel f with phenothyazines to keep those periods of Bizarresville down
to a few weeks each, but during those dilations of ego he was likely to be
anybody from Napol eon to a Vi et nanmese Buddhi st. The rest of the year he was a
brilliant research chem st and conputer expert, but it was hard for himto get a
good job because of his several incarcerations in nental hospitals.

Babbit said he was in POE to create a rational world guided by sound scientific
and libertarian-socialist principles. Yeah, he wanted to get even too. The other
primates called hima nut or a fruitcake.

The other nenbers of PCE were equally brilliant and equally desperate.

THE HI DDEN VARI ABLE

Mar kof f Chancy was a prinme candidate for POE but, due to quantum wave
probabilities, his orbit never intersected theirs.

Chancy detested the najority of primtes because they called him Shorty or even
nore insulting nanes.

M. Chancy, you see, was a midget, but he was no relative of the fanpus Chaneys
of Hol | ywood. People did keep naking jokes about that. It was bad enough to be,
by the standards of the gigantic and stupid majority, a freak; how nuch worse to
be so naned as to rem nd those big oversized clods of cinema's two nost fanous
portrayers of nonstro-freaks. By the time the mdget was fifteen, he had built
up a detestation for ordinary mankind that dwarfed (he hated that word) the
relative m santhropies of Paul of Tarsus, Cenent of Al exandria, Swift of

Dublin, or anybody in POE. Revenge, for sure, he would have. He woul d have
revenge.

It was in college (U C -Berkeley, 1962) that Markoff Chaney di scovered another

hi dden joke in his nane. It was in a math class and, since this was Berkel ey,
the two students directly behind the m dget were ignoring the professor and

di scussing their own intellectual interests- which were, of course, five years
ahead of intellectual fads el sewhere.

"So we keep the sane instincts as our primate and pre-prinmate ancestors," one
student was saying. (He was from Chicago, his nane was Mounty Babbit, and he was
crazy even for Berkeley.) "But we superinpose culture and law on top of this. So
we get split in two, dig? You might say"-Babbit's voice betrayed pride in the
aphori sm he was about to unleash-"mankind is the statutory ape."

" and," the professor, Percy "Prinme" Tinme, said at just that nonent, "when
such a related series appeared in a random process, we have what is known as a
Mar kof f Chain. | hope M. Chaney won't be tornented by jokes about this for the
rest of the senmester, even if the related series of his appearances in class

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (13 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:39 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

does seem part of a notably random process." The cl ass roared; another tone of
bile was entered on the midget's shit |edger, the list of people who were going
to eat turd before he died.

In fact, his cuts were numerous, both in math and in other classes. There were
ti mes when he could not bear to be with the giants, but hid in his room
Pussycat centerfold open, nasturbating and dreaning of nillions and nillions of
nubil e young wonen all built |ike Pussyettes, all throw ng thensel ves

passi onately upon him Today, however, Pussycat woul d avail himnot; he needed
somet hing raunchier. lIgnoring his next class, he hurried across Bancroft Way and
slamed into his room chain-bolting the door behind him

Damm "Prime" Time and damm the science of mathematics itself, the line, the
square, the average, the neasurable world that pronounced hi m subnormal. Once
and for all, beyond fantasy, in the depth of his soul, he declared war on the
statutory ape, on law and order, on predictability. He would be the random
factor in every equation; fromthis day forward, unto death, it would be civi
war: the mdget versus the digits.

He took out his pornographic Tarot deck, which he used when he wanted a really
far-out fantasy for his orgasm and shuffled it thoroughly. Let's have a Markoff
Chain orgasm just to start with, he thought savagely.

H's first overt act-his Fort Sunter, as it were-began in San Francisco the
followi ng Saturday. He was in Norton's Enporium a glorified five-and-dine
store, when he saw the sign

NO SALESPERSON MAY LEAVE THE FLOOR

W THOUT THE AUTHORI ZATI ON OF A SUPERI OR.

THE MGT.

What, he thought, are the poor girls supposed to pee in their panties if they
can't find the superior? Years of school came back to him ("Please, sir, my |

| eave the room sir?"). Hah! Not for nothing had he spent a senester in

Prof essor "Sheets" Kelly's intensive course on textual analysis of nodern
poetry. The foll owi ng Wednesday, the nidget was back at Norton's and hiding in a
cof fee urn when the staff left and | ocked up. A few nonents later the sign was
down and an inproved version hung in its place:

NO SALESPERSON MAY LEAVE THE FLOOR

OR LOOK QUT THE DOOR W THOUT THE AUTHORI ZATI ON OF A SUPERI OR.

THE MGT.

Mar kof f Chaney | aunched what he considered a reign of terror against the
oversized idiots of the statistical mgjority. An electronics whiz since his
first junior Edison set, he found it easy to reverse relays in street

i ntersections, so that the WALK sign flashed on red and the DON T WALK si gns on
green. This proved to be bereft of anmusenent, except in snmall towns; denizens of
New York, Chicago, and simlar el ephantine burgs, accustoned to nothing working
properly, ignhored the signs anyway. The m dget branched out and soon

i nconpr ehensi bl e nmenos signed "THE MGT." were raini ng upon enpl oyees everywhere.
His father, crusty old Indol e Chaney, had been a stockholder in Blue Sky Inc., a
very dubi ous corporation manufacturing devices for use in |ow gravity; when John
F. Kennedy announced that the U.S. would place a man on the noon before 1970,

Bl ue Sky suddenly began to haul in the |ong green. Markoff inherited a fund that

del i vered $300 per month. For his purposes, it was enough. Living in Spartan
fashi on, constantly crisscrossing the country by G eyhound (he soon knew every
graffito in every Wite Tower nen's roomby heart), dining often on a tin of
sardi nes and a container of mlk, Markoff left a train of anarchy in his wake.
EMPLOYEES MAY NOT EXCHANGE VACATI ON DAYS. -THE MGT.

EMPLOYEES MAY NOT PUNCH OTHER EMPLOYEES' Tl ME CARDS. ANY DEVI ATION WLL RESULT
I N TERM NATI ON. - THE MGT.

FILL OQUT IN TRI PLI CATE. KEEP ONE COPY, MAIL ONE COPY TO THE OFFI CE AND SEND THE
TH RD TO THE TRANSYLVANI A CONSULATE. -THE MGT. (THI' S WAS USED AT A BLOOD BANK,
OF COURSE.)

On January 18, 1984, the m dget was in Chicago, hiding in a coffee urn in the
tenth-floor editorial offices of Pussycat nagazine. He had a Vacation Schedul e
Formwith him to be run off on Xerox and distributed to each editor's desk
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This formwas his nasterpiece; it was sure to provoke a nervous breakdown in
anyone who tried to decipher and conply with all its directions, yet it was not
much different, on the surface, fromthe hundreds of sinilar forns handed out in
offices daily. Chaney was quite happy and quite inpatient for the staff to | eave
so he could set about his cheerful task for the night.

Two editors passed the coffee urn, talking.

"Who's the Pussycat interview for next nonth?" one asked.

"Dr. Dashwood. You know, from Orgasm Research."

"Oh. "

The ni dget had heard of Orgasm Research and it was, of course, on his shit |ist.
More statistics and averages, nore of the nodern search for the normthat he
coul d never be. And now the bastard who headed it, Dr. Dashwood, woul d be

i nterviewed by Pussycat-and probably would get to fuck all the gorgeous
Pussyettes at the |ocal Pussycat C ub. Chaney funmed. O gasm Research noved from
the middle of his shit list to the top, replacing his archeneny, Bell Tel ephone.
The t hought of Dr. Dashwood renained with himall night, as he ground out his
surrealist vacation nmenop on the office Xerox. He was still fumi ng when he
returned to his pantry-sized roomat the YMCA and slipped the bolt (to keep out
t he wandering and prehensile deviates who infest YMCAs everywhere). Dr. Francis
Dashwood, supervi sor of orgasns, and now ready to dive headfirst into a barrel
of Pussyettes: the mdget suffered at the thought.

But it was nearly 4 A M and he was tired. Tonmorrow norning would be time to do
sonet hi ng about Orgasm Resear ch.

Chaney dreaned of Dashwood neasuring orgasnms with an n-di nensional ruler in
Frankenstein's | aboratory while nen in trench coats went slinking about in the
shadows asking unintelligible questions about 132 m ssing gorillas.

In the norning he shuffled through his bogus letterhead file, |ooking for
somet hi ng appropriate for correspondence with O gasm Research.

THUGGEE SOCI ETY, DI VI SION OF HASH | MPORT AND AFROGENEALOGY, sai d the handsonest
letterhead; this was illustrated with a three-headed Kali. But that one he
reserved for correspondence with pronminent white racists, informng themthat

t he Afrogeneal ogy Division (Al ex Hal ey, researcher-in-chief) had di scovered that
their great-great-grandnother was bl ack. Chaney always invited the recipients to
conme to the next Thuggee neeting and bring their w ves and sisters.

FRI ENDS OF THE VANI SHI NG MALARI A MOSQUI TO (COVMM TTEE TO BAN D.D. T.) was a good
one, but not good enough for Dr. Dashwood. Chaney reserved it for correspondence
with President Lousewart.

Finally, the mdget selected CHRI STI ANS AND ATHEI STS UNI TED AGAI NST CREEPI NG
AGNCSTI CI SM  a Nonprophet Organi zati on, Reverend Billy G aham President;

Madal yn Murray O Hair, Chairperson of the Board.

In a few noments Chaney produced a letter calculated to short a fewcircuits in
Dr. Dashwood's conputeroid cortex:

Dear Dr. Dashwood:

When you are up to your ass in alligators, it's hard to renenber that you
started out to drain the swanp.

Cordi al |l y,

Ezra Pound, Council of Armed Rabbis

P.S. Entropy requires no mai ntenance.

That shoul d nake the bastard wonder a bit, he thought with satisfaction,
stuffing the enignatic epistle in an envel ope and addressing it.

Mar kof f Chaney | oathed math because it contained the concept of the average.
Chaney not only | oathed, but hated, despised, aboni nated, detested, and couldn't
stand the thought of Dr. Dashwood, not just because Dashwood's work invol ved
statistics and averages, but because is was concerned with orgasns.

That was a tender subject to Chaney. He was a virgin.

He was never attracted to wonen of his own stature- that was al nost incestuous,
and, besides, they sinply did not turn himon. He adored the gi antesses of the
hat ef ul oversized najority. He adored them lusted after them and was al so
terrified of them He knew from sad experience, oft-repeated, that they regarded
himas cute and even cuddly, and one of them had gone so far as to say adorable
but absolutely ridiculous as a sex partner, dam and blast themall to hell.
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He had tried building his courage with booze. They thought he was di sgusting and
chauvini stic and not even cute anynore.

He tried weed. They thought he was cute again, and even hilarious, but even nore
absurd as a possible |over.

He tried est. The trainers spent the first day tearing himdown-telling himhe
was a no-good shit and everybody knew he was a no-good shit and things |ike
that, which he had al ways suspected. The second day they built himup and

convi nced himhe could control his space as well as any other manmal. He was
flying when he cane out.

He went at once to a singles bar and sidled up to the nost attractive blonde in
the pl ace.

"H," he said boldly, swaggering a bit. "Wat would you say to a friendly little
fuck?"

She gazed down at himfromwhat suddenly seemed an enornous height. "Hello,
friendly little fuck," she draw ed with nmagnificent boredom

When Chaney sl unk back to his YMCA room and his pornographic Tarot, he vowed
nore vehenently than ever that he would be the neanest fuck on the planet.
Nobody woul d ever call hima friendly little fuck again.

He still adored the giantesses and feared them but now he hated themtoo; in
short, he was really stuck on them

Their cunts-those hairy, noist, hot, adorable, inaccessible, rejecting,

terrible, divine, frightening Schwartzchild Radi uses of the dinension of
Manhood-were the Holy Grail to him

He knew their cunts were hairy and hot and noist, etc., despite his virginity,
because he had read a | ot of pornographic novels.*

*@al actic Archives: Pornographic novels were novels about the things prinates
enj oy nost, nanely sexual acrobatics. They were taught to feel ashamed of these
natural primate inpulses so that they would be guilty-furtive-subm ssive types
and easy for the al pha nales to mani pul ate. Those caught readi ng such novels
were call ed no-good shits, of course

PEP

Miss es sein? ES muss sein.

-ludwi g van beet hoven

pep-the Peopl e's Ecol ogy Party-had been founded by Furbish Lousewart V follow ng
the success of his nonunental best-seller, Unsafe Werever You Co.

Lousewart V was a man born into the right tine; his book perfectly reflected al
the foreboding of the late 1970s. Its thesis was sinply that everything science
does is wong, that scientists are very nasty people, and that we need to go
back to a sinpler, nore natural way of |ife. The nessage was perfect for the
time; it was sinply Hitler's National Socialismredone, with only a few m nor

changes.

Where Hitler wote "Jew," for instance, Lousewart wote "scientist." Nobody but
the nost backward deni zens of Bad Ass, Texas, or Chicago, Illinois, was capable
of really getting riled up by the anti-Semtic ploy anynore, and Lousewart had,
with intuitive brilliance, picked the one scapegoat capable of nobilizing rea

fear, rage, and hatred anobng the general popul ation

And Hitler's Wagnerian primtivismwas altogether too Teutonic for young Anmerica
in the 1970s, so Lousewart replaced it with a chic blend of Taoist and
Amerindian primtivism

It didn't matter that scholars pointed out that all of Lousewart's argunents
were illogical and incoherent (his followers despised |ogic and coherence on
principle), and it didn't even matter that he had brazenly lifted nost of his
notions right out of Roszak's Were the Wastel and Ends and Von Dani ken's Gol d of
the Gods. It was a package that had a built-in market. Wth the collapse of the
Republ i can Party after N xon and Ford, there was a void in national politics;
sonebody had to organize a force to challenge the Denocrats, and the People's
Ecol ogy Party noved quickly to capture the turf.

Fur bi sh Lousewart was an expert in Mrality and Ideol ogy; he understood that
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seeki ng out and denounci ng no-good shits was the path by which one coul d becone
| eader of a novenent of the anxious and angry. In short, he had the instincts of
a politician.

The Lousewart phil osophy of asceticism nedievalism and despair was officially
call ed the Revolution of Lowered Expectations.

The Revol ution of Lowered Expectations had not been invented by Furbish
Lousewart. The whol e neurosoci ol ogy of the twentieth century could be understood
as a function of two variabl es-the upward-rising curve of the Revol ution of

Ri si ng Expectations and the downward-pl ungi ng trajectory of the Revolution of
Lower ed Expectati ons.

The Revol ution of Rising Expectations, which had drawn nore and nore people into
its Up-thrust during the first half of the century, had | ed many to believe that
poverty and starvation and di sease were all gradual |y being phased out by
advances in pure and applied science, growi ng stockpiles of surplus food in the
advanced nations, accel erated nedi cal progress, the spread of literacy and

el ectronics, and the nounting sense that people had a right to demand a decent
life for thenselves and their children

The Revol ution of Lowered Expectations was based on the idea that there wasn't
enough energy to provide for the rising expectations of the nmasses. Year after
year the nmessage was broadcast: There Isn't Enough. The masses were taught that
Terra was a closed system that entropy was increasing, that life was a | osing
proposition all around, and that the majority were dooned to poverty,
starvation, disease, misery, and stupidity.

Most of the people who still had rising expectations were scientists. Wen
Fur bi sh Lousewart realized the political capital to be nmade fromthe Revol ution
of Lowered Expectations, he also realized-thus denonstrating his politica
savvy-that having an opposition neant having a scapegoat group

The scientists were an ideal scapegoat group because they all spoke in
speci al i zed | anguages and hardly anybody coul d understand t hem

The Jews had served this function in earlier ages because they spoke Yiddish
The scientists spoke Mathenati cs.

LOUSES I N THE SKI DROW DI MEHAUNTS
It is inpossible nowto suppose that organic life exists only on this planet.
-furbish | ousewart v, Unsafe Wherever You Go

Justin Case heard about the | ouses in the skidrow di ne-haunts at one of Epicene
Wl deblood's wild, wild parties, on Decenber 23, 1983. Sinobn Mon, a creature
with al nost as much hair as Bigfoot, planted the |ouses in Case's senantic
preconsci ous. The whol e eveni ng was rather confusing-too many martinis, too nuch
weed, too many peopl e-and Mbon was regarded as somewhat sinister by everybody
because he worked for the Beast (or with the Beast, or on the Beast). To nmke
matters even nore surrealistic, that intolerable bore Blake WIlianms was

|l ecturing on the Birth of Cosmic Humanity to anyone who would |isten, and
several other conversations were going on sinultaneously. Nonethel ess, Mon had
a manuscript with him and a few listeners, and Case couldn't hel p absorbing
part of what the nad Beastman was readi ng.

"Thee gauls sinper at his tyrant power," Mon was chanting when Case first
becane conscious of him Wat the hell was that? "He is ghoon with this
seven-week booths and his mckeyed nmausers into mstory. H's eyes did seemauld
gl owery."

"FUCK THEM ALL!" a drunken witer fromCalifornia said, cynbal-like, in Case's
ot her ear.

"l beg your pardon?" Epicene WI debl ood, gay as three chinps in a circus, seened
to think the drunk was addressing him

"l said, FUCK THE BLOODY CAPI TALISTS!!!" the witer explained, weaving a bit to
wi ndward. "The goddamm not her fucki ng noneygrubbing Philistine lot of them..."

"l see," WIdebl ood said dryly. He did not |ike people throwing scenes at his
parties. "I think maybe you've had too nmuch to drink. ..."

"Yeah??? Well," the drunk decided majestically, "fuck you too. And the horse you
rode in on, as they say in Texas."
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But that |ard-assed bore Bl ake WIliams was droning, "The whole problem of
course, is that we haven't been born yet. In fact, only now, at this point in
history, is humanity about to be born." WIliams was full of rubbish like that.
"About to be born?" asked Carol Christnmas, the nost delicious piece of blond
femninity in the gal axy. Case thought at once that it would be a splendidly
wonderful idea to deposit at |east sone of his spermw thin her-any orifice
woul d do. He thought this was a brilliant decision on his part, and wondered how
to begin inplenmenting it. He had no idea that every male honinid, and many ot her
mal e primates, i mediately had that idea when | ooki ng at Carol

"El verun, past Nova's atons,"” the hairy Moon read on to his snmall circle of
admrers, "from mayan bal durs to nonads of goo, brings us by a divinely karnic
Tao- Jones | everage back past tallchief tactics and aztlantean tooltechs to
Louses in the Skidrow Di nehaunts. This way the Hunmpytheatre."

"I still say fuck "emall." The drunk was a solitary bassoon agai nst Mon's
keening violin. "Capitalismis a rich man's heaven and a poor nman's hell."
"Ahmyes," that windy old baritone sax, Blake WIllians, bleated to the adorable
Carol. "You see terrestrial life is enbryonic in the evolutionary sense. In
perspective to the cosnps." A d chrysel ephanti ne pedant, Case thought.

The shrill fife of Josephine Malik, Case's editor, was heard: "Mon. They say he
works for the Beast." She wore jeans, conbat boots and a button saying in
psychedel i c col ors, BRI NG BACK THE SI XTI ES. \Wal ki ng nost al gi a.

"Fl oating you see," the tuba of WIIlians oonpah-oonpah-ed onward, "in the
ami otic atnosphere at the bottomof a 4,000-nmle gravity well. And taking the
Eucl i dean paraneters of that gestation as the norm Totally fetal, if you foll ow

me, and in a very real sense blind because unborn, knowi ng umthe dinmensions of
t he wonbpl anet but not knowi ng what |ies beyond the gravitational vagina-the
whol e uni verse outside."

"A 4,000-mle cunt?" Carol was awed by the concept. Her bl ond head | eaned
forward in doubtful inquiry. "That's a very funny netaphor, Professor."

"The only difference between ny publishers and the Janes gang," the drunk went
on, nonotonous as a bass drum "is that the Janmes boys had horses."

" whi ch expl ains the various rebirth experiences reported by astronauts like
Aldrin and Mtchell and the others," WIllians trunpeted (gassy ol d w ndbag).
"Earth is our wonb. Leaving Earth is literally rebirth. There's nothing

met aphoric about it."

"The James boys hell, ny last publisher was nore like Attila the Hun,"

pl onkty-pl onked Frank Hemeroid in pianissino.

Case began to feel that he had had perhaps too much hash

"Ri ght W ngers?" astrononer Bertha Van Ation was trilling. "W've got real Right
Wngers out in Orange County. Let ne tell you about the Conmittee to Nuke the
Whales. ..."

But that inpossible WIlians person was nmurnuring privately now to Carol the
Col den Goddess, and Case tried desperately to catch the words, dreading the

t hought that a sexual |iaison was being forned.

"The menonic," WIlians was crooning, "is quite easy. Just say, 'Mther Very
Easily Made a Jam Sandwi ch Usi ng No Peanuts, Mayonnaise, or due.' See?"
Mhermoni ¢ for what, in God's nanme? But Mon was shrilling |ike a banshee now.

"Wet with garrison statenents, oswi | de shores, daily blazers, tochus cul book
depositories, mddlesexed villains and funes. Fict! The nost unkennedest carp of
all. Fogt. Veiny? V. D.? Wacky? Hi s bruttus gypper."

"I was wal ki ng on Lexi ngton Avenue one nmorning around three a.m," the drunk
maundered on, "and | heard this URRRRRP, this horrible eldritch laughter just
like in an H P. Lovecraft story, and do you want to know what | think it was? A
publ i sher and his | awer had just figured out a new way to screw one of their
witers."

"This the | ewdest conmedy nom nator," Mon keened high on the Gstring. "This de
vi sions of spirals fur de | ewdest conmedy nomi nator. Eerie cries fromthe scal ped
nations! This the oval orefice sends the plunbers fur de spills. Lust of the

wal kregans. Thi nk! Wite harse devoted. Thank! Wt ars devoi ded. Dunk!"

"I wish Mon would stop reading that drivel," Fred "Figs" Newton was clearly
heard in solo. "I'd like to ask himhow nuch the Beast really knows."
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"Ch," the nournful oboe of Benny Benedict sang om nously, "the Beast knows

ever yt hi ng. "

" by Loop Shore and Del | i nger sgangers," Mon keened over them oblivious,
"where yippies yip and doves duz nothing, to the hawkful | est convention ever."
At this point Case had to beat a hasty retreat to the John (one martini too
many) and he never did get all the conversations sorted out in his nenory, but
the | ouses in the skidrow di nehaunts were firmy |odged in the Anbi guous | nagery
files of his Myth-and-Met aphor Detector, right next to the Three Stooges and

Chi nat own.

And Cagliostro the Geat.

TO HAVE LOCKS ON THESE DOORS
One of the causes of cancer is the harnful ness of cooked foods.
-furbish | ousewart v, Unsafe Werever You Go

Bl ake WIliams had the great good fortune to suffer a bout of polio in infancy.
O course he did not realize it was good fortune at the time-nor did his parents
or his doctors. Nonethel ess, he was anong the lucky few who were treated by the
Sister Kenny method at a time (the early 1930s) when the American Medica
Associ ati on was denounci ng that nethod as quackery and forbiddi ng experi nment
thereon by its menmbers. He was wal king again, with only a slight linp, when he
entered grade school in 1938. The real luck occurred twelve years later, in
1950, when he was eighteen; the linp and the dead muscles in his | ower calves
disqualified himfor mlitary service. The next nman drafted, in his place, had
both testicles bloodily blown off in Korea.

Wl lianms, of course, never knew about this patriotic gelding, but he was well
awar e that various boys his age were having various portions of their anatomny
bl own of f in Korea; being sonewhat phil osophical, he often reflected on the
paradox that the polio (which had been, when it occurred, a physical agony to
hi m and a psychol ogi cal agony to his parents) had preserved himfrom such

mutil ations. Considering that the only continuing effect of the polio was the
slight Iinp, he had to adnit that Nature or God or sonething-or-other had

sneakily done himgreat good while appearing to do himgreat evil. This was a
deci ded encouragenent toward an optim stic attitude toward the seem ngly evi
and made hi mwonder if the universe were not benevolent after all. The guy who

lost his balls in Wllians's place, on the other hand, becane a pronounced
pessim st and cyni c.

Bet ween Korea and Vi etnam while Blake was acquiring first an MS. and then a
Ph.D. in pal eoant hropol ogy, another great good fortune, in the form of another
seem ng evil, came before his eyes. He was wal king in | ower Manhattan; he had
started from Washi ngt on Square, where he and his current girl friend-they were
bot h NYU students-had just had a particularly nasty quarrel right after a

bi ol ogy cl ass. He had wandered far to the west in a nmood of suicidal gl oom such
as young nale prinmates often think they shoul d experience after |osing a sexua
partner. Sonmehow, he wandered onto Vandivoort Street and found hinself at the
Vandi voort Street incinerator. There he saw a nost peculiar sight: a rather
stout man, |ooking |ike he was about to cry, was watching while two younger,

thi nner nen were pouring books out of a truck into the incinerator.

"VWhat the hell?" Blake WIliams asked nobody in particular. It was |ike an old
movi e of Nazi Gernmany. Nobody had told himthat bookburning was now an Anerican
institution.

He approached the stout man, who was the only one of the three who seened
unhappy, and repeated his question. "Wat the hell?" he asked. "I nmean, are you
peopl e burni ng books?"

"They are," the stout nan said. He went on to explain that he was an executive
of something called the Orgone Institute Press and that a court had ordered al
their books destroyed. WIlians was curious and | ooked at sone of the titles:
Character Analysis and The Mass Psychol ogy of Fasci sm and The Cancer Bi opat hy
and Contact wth Space.

"I didn't know that book burning was legal in this country," he said.

"Neither did |I," the stout man said bitterly.
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Bl ake WIlians wal ked on, dazed. He coul dn't have been nore astonished if he'd
seen Storm Troopers rounding up Jews. He wondered if he'd fallen into a tine

war p.

Later, of course, he learned that the Orgone Institute, headed by Dr. WIhelm
Rei ch, had been investigating human sexuality and had conme to sone highly

unort hodox conclusions. Dr. Reich himself died in prison, Dr. Silvert (Reich's
co-investigator) commtted suicide, the books were burned, and the heresy was
buried. But WIllianms had an entirely new attitude toward the country in which he
lived, the scientific community which had | ooked on and made not a single
gesture to support Dr. Reich and Dr. Silvert, and the omi present rhetoric which
insisted that the Dark Ages had ended many centuries ago.

He renenbered that Sister Kenny, at the tine he and thousands of others were
cured by her polio therapy, had been denounced as a quack by the sane entrenched
medi cal bureaucrats who inprisoned the Orgone researchers. How conveni ent, he

t hought, aghast, to assune that all the injustices happen in other countries and
ot her ages: that Dreyfus nay have been innocent, but the Rosenbergs never; that
Past eur nmay have been right, but not the researcher ostracized fromthe Anerican
Associ ation for the Advancenent of Science-not the professor denied tenure at
our university, not the man in our prison. Blake WIllianms canme to the Geat

Doubt wi thout bitterness but with increased awareness that society is everywhere
in conspiracy against intelligence. On his own, and at sonme expense, he repeated
all of Dr. Reich's experiments and drew his own concl usi ons

"There were only eighteen," he used to say, deliberately cryptic, sucking his

pi pe, deadpan, whenever anybody enthused about scientific freedomin his
presence. If the victiminquired, "Only eighteen what?" Blake would reply, with
the sane deadpan, "Only ei ghteen physicians who signed the petition against the
burni ng of Reich's books in 1957." He was not disappointed in his expectation
that nine out of every ten researchers would angrily reply, "But Reich really
was a quack." The tenth was the only one who woul d ever hear Wllians's rea

t hought s on any subject.

The turning point, however, didn't cone until 1977. It was then that WIIlians
read a book entitled Cosnmic Trigger. The author, a rather too clever fellow
naned Robert An-ton WIson, who wote in a style as opul ent as a Mdsl em pal ace,
claimed to be in comunication with a Higher Intelligence fromthe system of the
dog star, Sirius. He also provided evidence, of a sort, that Al eister Crow ey,

G |. curdjieff, Dr. John Lilly, Dr. Tinmothy Leary, a Flying Saucer contactee
naned CGeorge Hunt W Il ianmson, and the priesthood of ancient Egypt, anpbng others,
had al so been contacted by ESP transmtters fromSirius. Wllianms found that he
actually believed this preposterous yarn. The discovery thrilled him since it
didn't really matter whether the pretentious WIson's ponpous clains were true
or not. What mattered was that he, Blake WIllianms was free at |ast.

(Remenbering: "Free at last, free at last, thank God Almighty, |I'mfree at
last," the tonbstone which had so noved himin 1968.) Despite B.S. and M S. and
Ph.D., Blake WIllianms was free. He did not have to think what other acadenics

t hought. He had somehow | i berated hinmself from conditioned consci ousness.

Project Pan, in a sense, began at that nonent. Blake WIIlianms knew that he was
going to do sonething great and terrible with his newfound freedom and he was
resol ved that, unlike Reich (and Leary and Semmel wei ss and Galil eo and the | ong,
sad list of martyrs to scientific freedon), he would not be punished for it.
"Screw the Earthlings," he said bitterly and with nucho cojones, "I'mw se to
their gane. The trick is to be independent but not to let them know about it."
That night he wote in his diary, "Challenge a renmining taboo." It was that
sinmple. He had al ways wanted to understand genius, and now he had the fornmul a.
Freud, living in an age that prized its own seenmng rationality, had found one
of the remmining taboos and dared to think beyond it: he discovered infant

sexual ity and the unconscious, anobng other things. Galileo had gone beyond the
taboo "Thou shalt not question Aristotle." Every great discovery had been the
breaki ng of a taboo.

Bl ake W Il ians began | ooking around for a remaining taboo to violate.

This was by no nmeans easy in Unistat at that tine.
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LI VING I N A NOVEL
Let there be a formdistinct fromthe form
-G spencer brown, Laws of Form

Jo Malik once thought she was a transsexual. She had even gone to Dr. John
Money, the pioneer of transsexual therapy and surgery, at Johns Hopkins, back in
the mid-sixties.

"I think I"'ma man living in a woman's body," she said.

Dr. Money nodded; that was normal in his business. He began asking her
questions-the standard ones-and in only a half hour she was convinced that she
was not a transsexual; she was just a confused woman. Dr. Mney ki ndly gave her
the nane of a good psychiatrist in New York, where she lived, for a nore
conventional form of therapy.

After three nmonths the psychiatrist announced that Jo's probl em was not Penis
Envy. That was hardly exciting; she had never thought her problemwas quite that
si mpl e.

The t herapy ground al ong. She | earned a great deal about her Father Compl ex, her
Mot her Conpl ex, her Sibling Rivalries, and her habit of hiding resentnments. It
was enlightening, in a painful way, but she was still confused.

Then the Wbnen's Liberation Mvenent began, and Jo dropped out of therapy to
enter politics.

She no | onger defined herself as a man trapped in a wonan's body, but as a hunman
being trapped in male definitions of femninity.

It was a very satisfactory resolution of her problenms. She no | onger had to take
responsibility for anything; everything was the fault of the men. There was no
need to stifle resentments-the correct political stance was to express them in
a strident voice and with a maxi num of enotional-territorial rage. She had
finally learned the ABC s of primate politics. She even learned to swell her
nmuscl es and how .

It was all so much relief after years of self-doubt that Jo remained in 1968
while the rest of the world noved into 1970 and 1974 and 1980 and 1983. That was
why she was wearing a BRI NG BACK THE SI XTI ES button at Epi cene W/ debl ood' s
party.

Jo still had one problemleft over frompre-Wnen's Lib days. Sometines just
before sl eep, she heard a voice saying, "No wife, no horse, no mustache.”

O course she knew that everybody occasionally heard such voices in the
hypnagogi c reverie before true sleep. You were wigging out only if you heard
themall day long. Still, she wondered where it cane fromand why it had such a
cryptic message.

Jo Malik hadn't had a sexual relationship with a man since 1968, and | ooked it.
She was al so sixty-four years old, and | ooked it.

Nevert hel ess, there was an Unidentified Man at the WI debl ood party, and Jo
suspected hi m of havi ng designs on her bod. That was because he kept trying to
get into every conversation group that she intercepted. He was follow ng her,
she was convi nced.

"Mt her very easily made a jam sandwi ch using no peanuts, mayonnai se, or glue,"
Bl ake WIIians said.

"Of course, Skull 1sland was Cooper's Chi natown,'
noment .

"Whaml That arbral with his showers sooty? The fugs come in on tinny-cut foets,"”
Moon droned al ong.

Jo decided that she had taken perhaps a little too much of the Afghan hash that
was going around. It seened that everybody in the roomthe creme de |la crene of
Manhattan intelligentsia-were all tal king gibberish. She eased out onto the

bal cony for some fresh air and restful silence.

Ei ght stories below a marquee blinked up at her: DEEP THROAT, it said. Mle
chauvi ni sm

She breathed deeply, mngling oxygen with the cannabis nol ecul es in her bl ood.
And the Unidentified Man appeared. "Hello," he said casually. "I thought I'd
find you out here.”

"Who the hell are you, buster?" Jo barked-the first warning.

Jus-tin Case said at the sane
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"My nane doesn't natter," he said. He was tall, and handsone, and very gentle in
his eyes. The worst kind of Ml e Chauvinist Pig. The Seducer
"You don't matter, either," Jo said snappily. "I'd like to be alone, to enjoy

the view, if you don't mnd."
She showed nore teeth, enmphasizing the second primate warning.

"I'"'m Hugh Crane," the handsome stranger said quickly. "I have been sent by the
Aut hor of Qur Being with an inportant nmessage for you. Please listen; it's vita
to your future. W are all . . living in a novel."

"Take it and stick it," Jo said, |eaving the bal cony.

Anot her mal e chauvi ni st squashed, or at |east squel ched.

Unfortunately, back in the WI debl ood soiree, the first voice she heard was
Benny Benedi ct conpl ai ning. "Wnen's Lib? Christ, what we need nowis Men's Lib.
Do you know how nuch alinobny |I'm paying? ..."

STARHAWK' S LI FE STUDY
In capitalism man exploits man. In socialism it's exactly the opposite.
-ben tucker, famous vaudeville conedi an

Wi | e "Eggs" Benedi ct was conpl ai ni ng about his alinony in New York, a tel ephone
was ringing in Marl ene Miurphy's apartnent in San Francisco.

St arhawk, a bronze young man with an arrogant face, had picked Marlene up in a
singles bar on Powel|l Street just three hours before and still didn't know her

| ast nane. He cane out of the bathroom stark naked to answer the phone. Very
carefully, he said, "Yes?"

"Who is this?" the voice on the other end asked sharply.

St ar hawk breat hed deeply. "Wio you trying to call?" he asked in return, calmy,
starting to smle.

"I'sn't this 555-94707?"

St arhawk began to feel that he knew this voice from sonewhere. "No," he said.
"This is 9479. Try again, Mac." He hung up quickly.

Mar | ene Murphy canme out of the bathroom also naked, toweling her hair. Starhawk
| ooked at her thoughtfully.

"You got a husband you sort of forgot to nention?" he asked.

"Me, a husband?" Marlene |it a cigarette. "Thanks for the laugh. |1'd rather be
injail. A husband, Jesus, no, thanks."

"Wel |, sonebody didn't like a nan to be answering your phone," Starhawk said.
"Sonmebody with a voice like a cop. O a bill collector.”

"My father," she said. "Ch, crap. Here | amtwenty-four years old and working
for a Master's in Social Psych and he thinks | shouldn't have a man in ny
apartnent when he calls. That's the Irish for you."

The phone rang agai n.

Marl ene answered it this tine. Starhawk started to cross the room but she
grabbed his I eg and as he turned she took his penis in her hand.

"Daddy?" Marl ene sounded genuinely surprised. "A man? No, |'m al one, studying
for the exans." She was running her fingers around the crown of the penis and
Starhawk was reacting with a notable swelling. "What? Look, | just told you. It

was a wrong nunber. Wiat am |, a suspect you got in the back roon? You nust have
made a mstake, even if it was the first tinme in your whole life."

Mar |l ene | eaned forward and ki ssed Starhawk's cock quickly and shifted back to
the phone at once. "No. | said no, Daddy, no, and | neant it. The Church says
I'"m supposed to go to Confession to a priest once a year. It doesn't say I'm
supposed to go to Confession to ny own father every tine he calls nme on the
phone. "

Her hand was noving rapidly now, trying to nake Starhawk ejacul ate. He snil ed,
recogni zi ng her game, and pulled away, to kneel before her and began |icking her
i nner thighs.

"No. | haven't seen Aunt Irene in two years. She's involved in what? G eenpeace?
That's just to protect the whales. There's nothing communistic about it and half
the people in Mendocino are in it. What? Sure, but they just |ike whales up
there. What do you nean ny voice is getting funny? It nust be a cold coning on
Yes. Yes. Ch, God, it's the door. Yes. | |ove you, too, Daddy. The door." She
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hung up quickly, her pelvis heaving. "God, CGod, God. Ch, sweet fucking Jesus
God. "

St arhawk stood up and said, "You like that kind of ganme? Wiy don't you call the
Archbi shop and I'Il do it to you again while you talk to him™"

"You are a prize," Marlene said. "You really are a prize. Have you spent your
whole life | earning how to pl ease wonen?"

"I't's ny life study," Starhawk said. "Everything else is just a hobby."
Starhawk, |ike nost of the characters in this Romance, was a liar.

Most prinmates lied constantly, because they were afraid of getting caught and
bei ng pronounced no-good shits.

St arhawk was al ways afraid of getting caught, because his life study was really
burgl ary.

St arhawk t hought he had a right to steal anything and everything he coul d get
away with fromthe white people.

The white people had stolen all the land in Unistat fromhis ancestors.
Starhawk, like the grimmnoralists in POE, was determined to get even

Getting even was the basis of many prinmate semantic confusions, such as
"expropriating the expropriators,"” "an absolute crine denmands an absol ute
penalty,"” "they did it to me so |l can do it to them" and, in general, the
enoti onal mathematics of "one plus one equals zero" (1 + 1 = 0).

The primates were so dunb they didn't realize that one plus one equals two (1 +
1 = 2) and one nurder plus one nurder equals two nurders, one crine plus one
crime equals two crines, etc.

They did not understand causality at all

The few primtes who did understand causality slightly called it karma. They
said all sorts of foolish things about it.

They didn't even know enough mathematics to descri be quantum probability waves.
They said, in crude hom nid metaphor, that bad karma |l ed to "bad vibes."

LANDSLI DE

Bryce S. DeWtt states: "The Copenhagen view pronpotes the inpression that the
col l apse of the state vector, and even the state vector itself, is all in the
mnd." . . . One fact which seens to energe fromthe present discussions of the
nat ure of consciousness is that it is nonlocal (i.e., not confined to a certain
regi on of space-tinme). . . .

-l awr ence beynam Future Science

Fur bi sh Lousewart V was el ected President of the United States in 1980 with the
greatest | andslide since Roosevelt Il buried poor AIf Landon alive in 1936. The
Peopl e' s Ecol ogy Party al so gained control of both the House and the Senate and
twenty-three governorships out of the fifty-one.

The PEP platform a weird mxture of tangled religiosity and New Left
antirationalism becane official policy.

The New Order began mldly-at |east by conparison with what was to foll ow and
the maj or changes of the first admnistration consisted only of cutting the NASA
budget to zilch; banning MDonal d' s hanburger shops (which resulted in

under ground " St eakeasi es," where you gave the right password and got a Big Mac
for $7); outlawi ng tobacco (a "lid" of Chesterfields was soon selling for $50 to
$75 coast to coast); appointing three antitechnol ogy fanatics to the first three
vacancies in the Supreme Court; forbidding the teaching of Logical Positivismin
col l eges; throwi ng everybody off welfare (the streets were soon full of crippled
and schi zophreni ¢ beggars, sone of whom al so slept there or even starved there
on occasion, creating that Third World | ook which PEP regul ars regarded as
"spiritual"); cutting the use of electricity by 50 percent, gas by 70 percent,
and atom c energy by 97 percent, thereby causing mllions to freeze to death and
mllions nore to join the arny of unenpl oyed beggars on the streets; begi nning
al | Cabinet neetings with hatha yoga sessions and Krishna chanting; serializing
the collected works of Ral ph Nader in the official Party newspaper, Doom
encouraging Party nenbers to beat up mathematici ans, geol ogists, science-fiction
fans, and other "non-ec" types ("non-ec" types were those either known to be
disloyal to the Party or suspected of such disloyalty); encouraging the
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reemergence of cottage industry by rigidly repressing every nore advanced ki nd
of industry; introducing Zen neditation to granmar school s; and npbst inportant
of all, blam ng the host of new and tragic problens that resulted from
governnent policies on an alleged conspiracy of "scientists" and instituting a
nati onwi de wi tchhunt to round up the nenbers of this conspiracy for

i ncarceration in reeducation centers.

The Revol ution of Lowered Expectations had triunphed. By 1984 nobody in the
country had any higher expectations than a feudal serf.

Actual ly, the apotheosis of Furbish Lousewart V had been engi neered by the sane
group of al pha mal es who had been pronoting the Revol ution of Lowered
Expectations all al ong.

These were very cunning old primates in several of the nmobst skillful predator
bands on Terra. Because of the stealth and skill of these bands-made up of
successful predator fanmilies that had been intermarrying for severa
generations-they collectively owed 99.4 percent of all the territory and
resources of Unistat.

They only owned about 40 percent of the rest of Terra, and that seriously
annoyed t hem

The Revol ution of Rising Expectations annoyed them even nore, because it |ed
many primates to argue that the reason poverty and starvation still continued in
an advanced technol ogi cal society was that Sonebody WAs Getting More Than Their
Share. Whenever anybody asked who that Sonebody mi ght be, all eyes turned on
these royal old prinmate nales who owned so nmuch. The eyes were not friendly.
Sonmetimes, in far-off |ands where these royal primates did not conpletely
control the governnents, sone of their boodle was actually seized and
redistributed to the people they had stolen it from As Rising Expectations had
mounted in the first half of the century, this regrettable pattern of
expropriation al so escal at ed.

The al pha nmal es of these tough old predator fanmilies did not like this at all
They therefore invested a prudent sumin pronoting the careers of everybody who
preached Lowered Expectations, from Ral ph Nader and the Cub of Rome to Orienta
gurus and the neo-Stoics of the post-Mrxist Left.

When Furbi sh Lousewart cane along, they invested in him too-enough to buy the
el ection for him

THE QUANTUM CONNECTI ON |'S UNM Tl GATED

When Justin Case returned fromthe John the mad Sinon Moon was still reading his
ni ght mare version of the Anerican Dream

"Upper guns thou wilt, marxafactors,” Mon intoned, half-chanting. "A gnew gnu
cries nixnix on your loin ardors [Onmy am|?] as the great Jehoover fouls his
files [ Sem nol e cowhand] with marching | ooter congs. What a loop in the evening,
bl oody-foul ed | oop! Lawn ordures for Crookbacked Dick, pig-bastchard of the
world. See, it's the stinking onion coop. Say, it's the sliney deepsea doo-dler.
By the wanpum of caponey. O turnig on, Duke Dal eysw ne, |ardnmayor of
burning-town! They'll chip away yore honb hawks."

"Hughes Rockefeller Exxon," the drunken witer was nuttering into his martin

gl ass. "Thi eving not herfuck-ing . "

Justin decided the party was degenerating and left. In the foyer he had to pass
Marvi n Gardens and Josephi ne Mali k and heard:

"Mal e chauvi ni st paranoid!'" (Josephine to Marvin.)

"Extraterrestrial brai nwmashed" (Marvin to Josephine.)

Justin decided norosely that the literary world had never been the sane since
the drug revolution of the 1960s and 1970s. "Pretty little boidies picking in
the toidies," he said gruffly to both of them and wal ked out.

Justin had no idea where he had gotten the words about the pretty little boidies
from He assuned it was the Afghan hash going around at the party.

"I know all about your plansss,"” Marvin Gardens was sharling at Jo Malik, in his
coked-up Peter Lorre voice. "I know why you picked Hem ngway to discredit and
defane. | know what you and your extraterrestrial friends are planning to do to
humani ty, you col d-bl ooded fiendsss."
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"You know," Jo said, suddenly tired of her own anger, "you really ought to |ay
of f that coke, buster."

"Yess, yess, claimthat |'mparanoid, that's the usual tactic-"

"l say you two," Epicene W/ debl ood draw ed, "did either of you see Cagliostro?"
"The magi ci an?" Jo asked.

"Well," WIdeblood asked with infinite patience, "is there another Cagliostro?"
Marvin and Jo exchanged equal |y puzzl ed gl ances.

"l guess he hasn't arrived yet," Jo offered finally.

"What ?" W/ debl ood frowned. "Wy, he's been here all night."

Marvin and Jo exchanged gl ances agai n.

"I guess we nissed him" Marvin said gently, with the ghastly smile of one who
hunors a deranged m nd.

W debl ood gl ared at himand stal ked off.

That was really heavy hash, Jo decided. W/ debl ood had been hallucinating a
guest who wasn't even there.

DEMATERI ALI ZI NG GORI LLAS

Knee-jerk liberals and all the certified saints of sanctified humani smare quick
to condem this great and nuch-maligned Transyl vani an st atesnan

-williamF. buckley, jr.

The Wt and W sdom of Vlad the |npaler

The Warren Belch Society held its annual neeting on January 2, 1984, while PCE
was busy m ni ng downt own Washi ngton with honmenade atom bonbs. The Soci ety knew
not hing of this and was nore concerned wth di sappearing gorillas in Chicago.
Their tiny office was dom nated by a huge oil painting of Schrddinger's Cat,
executed in weird orgone-blue hues by their founder and presiding officer, the
eccentric mllionaire, W Cenent Cotex. Al active nenbers of the Society-eight
of them to be exact-were present.

The Warren Bel ch Soci ety had been founded after Cotex had been kicked out of the
Fortean Society for having bizarre notions. The purpose of "the Bel chers" (as
Cotex jovially called then) was to investigate those aspects of scientific
theory and those alleged occult events which were regarded as "too far out" by
the uni magi native Forteans, who are willing to investigate UFGCs, rains of crabs
and fish, girls who m ght have turned into swans, and simlar matters, but, like
their founder, the late Charles Fort, drewthe line at the dogs that said "Good
nmor ni ng" and then vani shed in a puff of green snoke.

Cotex, admittedly, was an intellectual surrealist. The nane of the Society, for
i nstance, was deliberately taken fromthe nost obscure of all the |lawren of the
A d West, Marshall Warren Belch of Dodge City, who had unfortunately been shot
to death when his pistol janmmed during his very first gunfight. It was O em
Cotex's claimthat the Everett-Weel er-GahamDeWtt interpretation of the
Schrédi nger's Cat paradox was literally true. Everything that could happen did
happen. There were infinitely many universes, each one the result of a collapse
of the state vector in a possible way. Thus, somewhere in superspace, there nust
be a universe in which Marshall Belch's pistol didn't jamand he lived on to
becone fanous. There were probably TV shows and novi es about hi mby now, over
there in that universe. O so Cotex argued

In general, as good enpiricists, the Belch Society was nore interested in odd
facts than in odd theories. A UFO Contactee who could jam zi ppers by | ooking at
them A man found dead in St. Louis with his throat torn as though by the fangs
of an enornous beast, with no animal missing fromthe | ocal zoos (the fanobus
Stinson Case of 1968). Docunented instances of a fat bearded man with jolly eyes
seen near chimeys on Christmas Eve, with a bag of toys over his shoul der

Bl eeding Catholic statues. Flying H ndus. Dematerializing Buddhists. Kahuna
fire-wal kers. Wiy the signs always say WALK when the streetlight is on red and
DON' T WALK when it is on green. Books in which the pernutations of the phrase
"heaven and hel|l" appeared at randomintervals, form ng a Markoff Chain.

"Take anybody in the worl d-anybody in this novel,"” Cotex once explained his
theory to a group of skeptical fellow characters. "Like you, Dr. WIllians," he
added, picking out the nbst erudite and wiggy in the crowd, Blake Wllians. "In
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one of the parallel universes, you' re probably not an anthropol ogi st, but naybe
a chemist or something. In another universe, you mght even be a fenal e nusician
instead of a male scientist. And so on. In another universe," Cotex concl uded,
"7 might be a snmall businessnan fromLittle Rock who believes the universe is
five-cornered."

The di sappearing gorillas, they were all convinced, were: (a) a ngjor

breakt hrough to another universe; (b) not yet known to those stuffy old
Forteans; and (c) really hot stuff.

"If gorillas can teleport," Professor Fred "Fidgets" Digits was saying, "that
may be the whole key to the Mad Fi shnonger."

"W needn't assunme that the gorillas actually teleport,” Dr. Horace Naisnith
objected. "It may be that there is a Schwartzchild Radius in Lincoln Park Zoo
and they sort of fall into it and pass the Event Horizon."

This led to sone lively debate on whether tel eportati on was or was not nore
likely than a Black Hole in the Lincoln Park Zoo, but Blake WIIians suddenly
derail ed the conversation with a thoughtful and unconpleted "I wonder if this
goes all the way back to the Denocratic Convention of 1968. ..."

"Say," Cortex cried, eyes wide. "What was all that fighting and fussing about,
anyway? The way | remenber it, the radicals wanted to sleep in the park and the
police beat the shit out of them and chased them out of the park. That seenms an
awfully silly issue to lead to a whole week of rioting and tear-gassing. And why
were so nmany journalists-and especially caneranen-attacked by the cops. . . ?"
"You think maybe the city authorities knew about it, even back then. . . ?"

Nai smi th asked eagerly.

"Peopl e may resist new ideas, as we all know to our sorrow," WIlIlianms said, "but
a fact this size-over two hundred gorillas purchased by the zoo over a ten-year
period and only tw accounted for-nust have been noticed by sonebody on the
finance comittee at |east. You can bet your sweet ass the city authorities know
about it. And, of course, they're inposing a cover-up, just like the air force
with the UFGs. The sane ol d government reflex. Pavlov's Dog neets Schrddinger's
Cat again."

"This is a time for action, not theory," said Cotex. "Gentlenen, | amflying to
Chi cago tonight to begin a personal investigation. A case like this is a
surrealist's heaven and a logician's hell," he added with a chuckle. He was

totally nonlinear.

THE MAD FI SHVONGER
There is no such thing as water. It is nmerely nelted ice.
-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe Wherever You o

The Mad Fi shnonger was the patron saint of the Warren Belch Society. He, or she,
had originally appeared, or had been alleged to have appeared, in Croner
Gardens, Wircester, England, on May 28, 1881. He, or she, along with perhaps a
dozen assistants, had rushed through Croner Gardens at high noon, throw ng crabs
and periw nkles all over the streets. They also threw crabs and periwi nkles into
the fields beside the road. They clinbed high walls to dunp sone of the fish
into gardens and onto the roofs of houses.

It was thorough, painstaking work, and since the Mad Fi shnonger and his, or her,
associ ates acconplished it all at noon on a busy day wi thout being seen, the
citizens of Cromer Gardens clained that the crabs and periw nkles had fallen out
of the sky.

This notion was not acceptable to the scientists of the day, who held it as

axi omatic that crabs and periw nkles do not fall out of the sky. A scientist
from Nature nmagazi ne therefore offered the Mad Fi shnonger an expl anati on,

al though he failed to explain how the Fishnmonger and his co-conspirators had
acconpl i shed their feat without being noticed by any of the citizenry.

Charles Fort, founder of the Fortean Society, rejected the Mad Fi shnonger

i ndignantly and cl ained that crabs and periwinkles did fall fromthe sky. After
Clem Cotex was thrown out of the Fortean Society for his heresies, he

reconsi dered the whol e puzzling case of the nmysterious event in Croner Gardens
on May 28, 1881. Cotex decided to believe in the Mad Fishnonger. It was the

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (26 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:40 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

fundanental hypothesis of his system of phil osophy, and the guiding |ight of the
Warren Bel ch Society, that the craziest-sounding theory is the nost |ikely one.
Al'l things considered, the notives and nethodol ogy of the Mad Fi shnonger were
much nmore nysterious than shellfish falling fromthe sky; ergo, the Md

Fi shronger probably did exist.

Anong the things the science of that tinme could not explain, which Cem Cotex
attributed to the Mad Fi shnonger, were other Dammed Things that fell out of the
sky, such as iron balls with inscriptions on themor chunks of ice as big as

el ephants. There were al so Damed Things on the ground, including junping
furniture, "haunts," and the Gentry. There were aninmals that shouldn't be and
animals that couldn't be and trans-tinme and trans-space perceptions and
religious "mracles."

The first clue to correct understandi ng of these things came when quantum
causality was finally fornulated correctly in Gl hool ey's Denonstration of 1994,
and nobody understood G | hool ey.

At the time of our story everybody was as confused as C em Cotex. Mst of them
just expressed their confusion, or rather concealed it, in nore conservative
ways.

ANOTHER CI A PLOT

The spirit of decision consists sinply in not hesitating when an inner voice
commands you to act.

-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe \Werever "four Co

Just before comng to WIldeblood's party, Blake WIlians wote one of the nost
heretical passages in his jealously guarded Secret Diaries. He wote:

I am an ant hropol ogi st, ergo a professional liar. An anthropologist is a
scientist trained to observe that every society is a little bit nad, including
his own. He holds his job by never nentioning this fact explicitly.

Per haps 1983 as a whol e had been too nmuch for him In January one of the biggest
br eakt hr oughs had occurred at Project Pan, and WIlianms and Dashwood had to
reach new hei ghts of el oquence to persuade the other scientists involved that
any premature disclosure could be lethal. At that very tine, they pointed out,
the John Birch Society was staging nmassive sit-ins and protests agai nst the

i ntroduction of anthropology texts to high schools in Orange County.

In February the Governnent Accounting O fice announced that all the gold in Fort
Knox had di sappeared sonetine in the past decade.

In March three new |ife-extension pills were placed on the market during the
controversy over FOREVER, the first life-extension pill, which was wi dely
suspected of creating disastrous side effects. Al the data on FOREVER thus far
had shown one consi stency: scientists not enployed by Blue Sky Inc., the

manuf acturer of FOREVER, continually found evidence of these tragic side
effects, and all scientists enployed by Blue Sky continually found no evidence
of such problens. (That nonth Blake WIllianms wote in his Diaries, quoting Lord
Macaul ay, "The law of gravity would be thrown into dispute were there a
commercial interest involved.")

In April average rent for a one-room apartnent reached $1,500 per nonth and many
families were renting broomclosets at $600 to $700 per nonth or just sleeping
in parks. Landl ords were hanged in Berkeley, California, and Carbondal e,

M chi gan. *

*Gal actic Archives: Rent was a formof tribute paid by non-"owning" users of

|l and to nonusing "owners." The "owners," known as |ords-of-the-land, or

| andl ords for short, were originally relatives of the al pha male or king (see
Nom s of Noom "Fromthe Baboon Food- Gat hering Band to Consci ousness"), but
anong the higher barbarians, such as in Unistat at the tinme of this epic, anyone
wi th enough "noney" could buy |and and becone a "landlord."

In May the missing gold from Fort Knox was found buried at San C enente. Nixon
still denied everything.

The new Wrld Almanac listed the first UFO cult to reach 20, 000,000 nenbers
anong the major world religions.
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In June the first human enbryo transpl ant was acconplished and the U S. troops
in Tierra del Fuego nuti nied.

In July FEMFREE, a drug which allegedly renmoved nothering inpul ses, was banned
by the FDA, and UFO cultists and Christians clashed in Belfast.

In August astronomer Bertha Van Ation discovered two new planets in the solar
system and bootleg FEMFREE at ten tines the free market price began to
circulate through Wnen's Lib groups coast to coast.

I n Septenber UFO cultists and Mosl ens clashed in Cairo.

In October |andlords were |ynched in three nore Anerican cities, the first human
brain transpl ant was acconplished, and UFO cultists clashed with Maoists in

Peki ng.

I n Novenber, Mae Brussell on KPFA-Berkel ey charged that Jesus had been killed by
a ClA plot.

A HT ON THE HEAD

Every soci ety encourages some behaviors and punitively forbids others. Thus,

al t hough cultures were not scientifically designed, they act nuch |ike conmputers
programed for specific results. One can |ook at their cultural structure and
predict: this one will have a high nmurder rate, this one will have nmany

schi zophrenics, this one will remain Stone Age unless interfered with, this one
is going to the stars.

-marilyn chanbers, Neuro-Anthropol ogy

Benny "Eggs" Benedict never got hone from Epi cene W debl ood's party that night.
On the corner of Lexington and Twenty-third, Benny was hit by a heavy | ead pipe,
whi ch smashed his skull and killed him The pipe did not fall by accident; it
was w el ded deliberately by a man nanmed Francesco "Pabl 0" Gonez. Pablo did not
hat e Benny or have any personal feelings toward himat all and he did not grin
sadi stically. Pablo hit Benny with the pipe because Benny was well dressed and
probably had noney in his pockets. When Benny was comat ose but not yet dead,
Pabl o dragged himinto an alley and went through his pockets, finding to his
delight that his surm se had been correct and Benny was actually carrying nore
than $50; he had $52, to be exact. Benny died while Pablo was rifling the
wal | et.

To Pabl o, $52 was a | ot of nmoney. He went honme humm ng happily.

That's the way things were in Unistat at the height of the Revolution of Lowered
Expect ati ons.

CLUES
Every string which has one end al so has anot her end.
-finagle's first fundanental finding

Cl em Cot ex had been nosing about the Lincoln Park Zoo for several days and was
more puzzl ed than ever. The facts were undeni abl e The zoo had, indeed,
purchased over 200 gorillas in the past decade and only two of them were on
exhibit; 198 were missing. Any sort of casual questioning of the primate house
attendants brought instantly vague answers in a well-rehearsed manner. They were
all in on the cover-up. The public was being protected against all know edge of
the inexplicable, the weird, the surrealistic. All part of the usua

governnental pretense that human affairs were rationally adm ni stered by experts
who knew what was really going on. They feared that if people ever discovered
that those in power were as confused by this inexplicable universe as those out
of power, then the whol e charade m ght coll apse.

There was no Black Hole in the zoo; Cotex was sure of that. Al gravity
conditions were normal. The gorillas were not falling through a Schwartzchild
radius into the universe next door or anything really spooky like that. They
were sinply teleporting somewhere . . . maybe back to their honelands in Africa.
Al t hough, considering the unpredictability of teleportive currents as docunented
by Charles Fort-who had recorded cases of snakes |anding in Menphis, Tennessee,
and coconuts being deposited in Wrcester, England-the gorillas might actually
be reappeari ng anywhere.
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Since anything m ght be a clue in such occult enignmas, Cemhad carefully copied
all the graffiti in the nmen's roomat the primte house. It was the usual junble
of disparate and anbi guous signals: "Black P. Stone Run It," "For a good bl ow
job call 555-1717 and ask for Father Janes Fl anagan," "Hel p Prevent Von
Neumann's Cat astrophe!," "Armthe Unenpl oyed," "Free our four-|egged brothers
and sisters. A zoo is a child' s heaven and an animal's hell," "Save the
Whal es- Har poon a Honda," "Of the Landlords,” "Stanp Qut Sizeism"

Probably, Cotex thought norosely, there is an inportant signal in there and I'm
just not inmaginative enough to see it.

God bl ess Aneri ca.

THE ALTRUI ST
CGod bl ess Ameri ca.
-last words of G |. gurdjieff

Everybody who had been at W/ debl cod's party felt conpelled to attend Benedict's
funeral, even though none of themenjoyed it. Benny had been one of the funniest
witers of his tinme, at least in the daily press, and it would have been
appropriate to send himoff with a showing of old Laurel and Hardy filns or
sonmething equally in his ow netier. Primate decorum forbade this. They packed
himin with a dull and depressing "religi ous" cerenony.

"I amthe Resurrection and the Life," intoned a primate with his collar on
backward. Nobody knew what the hell that neant, if anything, but they tried to
feel better when they heard it.

At the time Benny was buried a wi ndow washer was at work on the seventeenth
floor of the Morgan Guaranty Trust at 23 Wall Street. He was an expert

|i p-reader and knew nore of the secrets of Wall Street than anybody outside the
Illumnati. In fact, the second reason he had become a wi ndow washer was to get
work in the Wall Street district and pick up useful information

The main reason he had taken the job would have been even nore unnerving to
Morgan Quaranty had they known about it. The wi ndow washer was a nenber of
Purity of Essence and had al ready nanaged to place 333 honemade nucl ear weapons
on | edges so high nobody but a pigeon was ever likely to see them

Al of the weapons were set to go off at a signal fromthe POE conputer-anot her
honmermade contraption but awesonely efficient. POE was full of science grads who
had dropped out of the career ganme in horror and revul sion at the uses to which
science was being put in their universe. At this point POE had twenty-eight
American cities mned. The wi ndow washer hoped that, when push cane to shove,
POE woul dn't have to detonate nore than one of those cities. He was an altruist,
li ke everybody else in Puritv of Essence.

TAKE WHAT THOU HAST
Take what thou hast and give it to the poor
-attributed to sone | onghair comm e freak

The letter was sent out May 1, 1984, to the New York Ti mes- News-Post, the

Chi cago Sun, the Los Angel es Tinmes-Free Press, NEC News, CBS News, the Wite
House, Mae Brussel, the Berkeley Barb, KPFA, ABC News, the London Tines, Zodiac
News Service, The Christian Science Mnitor, the Archdi oceses of New York,

Chi cago, San Francisco, and St. Louis, the Church of Scientol ogy, Mark Lane,
Paul Krassner, Dick Gegory, Chase Manhattan Bank, the Bad Ass Bugle, the

Ni hilist Anarchist Horde, Norman Miler, and 237 m scel | aneous ot her
institutions and celebrities. POE wanted to be sure that their nmessage woul d get
out to the general public with the m nimum of distortion by the Establishnent.
The letter said:

May CGod forgive us. May history judge as charitably.

We have pl aced tactical nuclear bonbs in over 1,700 |ocations throughout the
United States. The targets are all enem es of the people: |arge banks,

mul tinati onal corporations, government facilities. We will trigger one of these
bonbs at noon tonmorrow, somewhere in the eastern United States, to denonstrate
that we are not bl uffing.
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Al of the other nuclear bonbs will be triggered in succession until our demands
are net. If any attenpt is nade to apprehend and arrest us-any attenpt at all-
all the remaining bonbs will be detonated at once.

W denand

That President Furbish Lousewart imediately confiscate all fortunes above one
mllion dollars;

That this noney, which we cal cul ate nmakes a sum of approximately three trillion
dollars, be distributed at once to the forty mllion famlies, who are,
according to the governnment's own standards, |iving below the poverty line, so

that each poor famly receives $75, 000;

That all government noney presently invested in weapons of war and preparations
for war be i mediately redirected to inproving schools, hones, and hospitals in
poor nei ghborhoods, so as to nmake them fit for human bei ngs;

That Ceorge Washington be renoved fromthe dollar bill and replaced by Valt

Di sney's M ckey Muse to renind people forever of the idiocy of worshiping
noney.

A final word of warning: W have been working on this project for sixteen years
and have the full capacity to do all that we say. The Revol ution of Lowered

Expect ati ons has been a nonopolist's heaven and a poor people's hell. W intend
to change that.
PCE

COLLAPSE OF THE STATE VECTOR

Records can be destroyed if they do not suit the prejudices of ruling cliques,
|l ost if they becone inconprehensible, distorted if a copyist wishes to inpose a
new neani ng upon them m sunderstood if we lack the information to interpret
them The past is like a huge library, nostly fiction

henry ford, N euro-H story

The doorbell rang.

Josephine Malik said "Shit" quietly but fervently. She was correcting the

gall eys of the second printing of her Citoral Politics and interruptions were
not wel cone.

Jo approached the door warily. The regular |ock, the bolt lock, and the police
lock were all in place; the intruder would need an ax to get in if he were one
of the 2,000,000 violent crimnals anmong the 20, 000,000 citizens of New York in
1984.

"Who is it?" she shouted through the door

"UWUkraine. "

"Who???" she screaned.

"Hugh Crane," canme the voice, louder. "W net at a W/I debl ood party | ast
Decenber. ..."

"Go away. | don't know you and |'m busy."

"This is inportant. The novel we're in is coming to a horrible conclusion
"You're nuts. Go away." Jo turned away fromthe door and went to the cl oset for
her Saturday Ni ght Special, in case this maniac did have an ax.

"Listen to ne, please, we've only got a few minutes," the voice shouted through
the door. "Maybe you can al nost renenber the nanme Hagbard Celine. That's the
nane | had in the | ast quantum etgenstate, the |last novel, when we worked

t oget her. "

Jo went to the phone. "G ve nme the police!" she shouted, forgetting that she
wasn't yelling through a door anynore.

It was the |ast sentence she ever spoke.

At that nmoment Manhattan |sland becanme a nucl ear furnace

Presi dent Lousewart, guided by Intelligence Agencies that had collectively
listened to enough "private" conversations to be stone-paranoid, had acted
within minutes after the POE letter arrived in the Wite House. The Uni stat
gover nnent woul d not be bl ackmail ed. Even before TV coul d broadcast the story of
the threat, over 10,000,000 "radical s" and possible "radi cal s" had been pl aced
under arrest coast to coast. One of them nore or |ess accidentally, had been
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Syl via CGol df arb of PCE.

Al 1,700 PCE bonbs detonated at once. Unistat as an entity ceased to exist.

Ni hilist Anarchist Hordes roamed what was | eft of the | andscape.

Twenty-three hundred nucl ear missiles, conmputer-guided to fire if Unistat were
nuked, took off at the first blast and deci mated Russia. The Beast had been
programed by Intelligence Agencies who were all convinced that any nucl ear
attack would come fromthere.

Twenty-three hundred Russian missiles took off the moment the first Unistat

m ssile entered Russian airspace. They all went to China. The Russian conputer
had al so been programmed by very dogmatic, very inflexible primates; it "knew'
that any nucl ear attack would cone from China.

St arhawk was conming out of a bar on Geary when Frisco went. He was incinerated
before his brain could register that anything was happeni ng.

Li onel Eacher, long since returned to Contract Law, outlived the blast. He had
been on vacation in Upper M chigan and was well armed, since he had been
hunting. He survived by hunting and eating other mamual s, including formerly
donesticated primates, for nearly twenty years

Then another formerly donesticated prinate, even quicker and slicker, hunted and
ate Lionel

Mar kof f Chaney al so survived. He was on a Greyhound in Florida, between M ami
and Hol | ywood, when the bonbs went off. He took to the Evergl ades and eventual ly
even found a mate-a Sem nol e woman who didn't think he was absurd at all

Their tribe increased.

The tribal stage endured 100,000 years, as it had before.

Then, suddenly, when environnmental conditions were right, genetic prograns
reasserted thensel ves. The hive instinct reappeared in the prinates. Cities
appeared, sin and guilt were reinvented, technol ogy advanced.

Nucl ear energy was redi scovered, and m sused agai n.

The tribal age endured 12,000,000 years the next tine.

Then, suddenly, when environmental conditions were right, genetic prograns
reasserted thensel ves. The hive instinct reappeared in the prinates. Cities
appeared, sin and guilt were reinvented, technol ogy advanced.

The six-legged majority knew little and cared | ess about all this primte
activity. They had solved all their social problenms three billion years earlier,
and saw no need to change. They followed their own DNA cycles, just as

nmonot onously as the prinmates followed prinate cycles.

PART ONE

THE UNI VERSE NEXT DOCR

We doctors know a hopel ess case when-listen; there's a hell of a good universe
next door; let's go

-EE EE CUW NGS, "pity this busy nonster, manunki nd"

TO CROSS AGAIN

The influence of the senses have in nen overpowered the thought to the degree
that the walls of tinme and space have cone to | ook solid; real and
insurnmountable. . . . Yet tine and space are but inverse neasures of the power
of the mnd. Man is capabl e of abolishing them both.

-ral ph wal do enerson

Mary Margaret W/ debl ood had been born or reborn in Novenber 1983 in Johns
Hopki ns Hospital. The very first sound she heard was a radio in the next ward
pl ayi ng:

CGod rest ye nerry gentlenen

Let nothing you di smay

Local i zation was gradually determ ned: this universe, this galaxy, this solar
system this planet, this hospital. They were sawi ng off his penis.

Yes indi sputably no doubt about it they were sawing off his penis. Seven dwarfs
with evil grins were doing it. Then coming all the way out of the ether, this
hospital, this bed, this nmorning in Novenber 1983, Epicene W/ debl ood knew at
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| ast who SHe really was. The radi o sang cheerfully:
Remenber Christ our Savior
Was born upon this day

SHe was still giddy fromthe ether, but that woul d pass; neanwhile the Voice of
Dreamwas still talking, a fussy old professor lecturing: "One quantum junp away
the ideal pretence is Real Presence. An S-T transformation. The English | anguage
limerick is restricted so that a cross carried up a hill is anisoganobus but the

essence renmains the Body and Bl ood of the first anpeba. Consider the follow ng
exanpl e whi ch sonme consider Donne and ot hers descri be as overdone:

Quoth a nmerrie old judge named Magoo

"Perversions? Yea, |'ve tried a few

But the best | e'er balled

Were Lee Harvey Gswal d

Seven dwarfs and a pink cockatoo!’

"I't doesn't scan," W] debl ood protested feebly.

A gay sw sh of starched cloth nmoved queerly and a nurse's bland bl ond face
appeared | ooking down at hir. "Anything the matter, dearie?" in a Brooklyn
accent .

"VWhat day is it?"

"Wednesday. Still Wednesday." The nurse spoke, as they always do after surgery,
as if talking to an idiot.

The doctor recrossed on his peg leg (but that was slipping back into the dream

again).

"Circuntision is a Jewi sh conspiracy. He bit it off, one great CHOW! ! !-and
off it cane," Dr. Ahab was ranting. "I amthe feet's |lieutenant. Sprechen Sie
Joysbri ck?"

A dangling "e" fell past from another book

They were opening the curtains to let in sunlight. The white wall was a hospita
wall. A hand at his wist told hir that now her pul se was being taken

Epi cene W | debl ood awakened again. "I'm Mary Margaret, " he gasped happily,
beached on the shore of reality, cast up fromthe ocean of dream

"Yes," said the real doctor's voice (his nane was d opberger, not Ahab), "the
operation was um 100 percent successful. You are mpst certainly Mary Margaret
now. " He beaned, an artist proud of his work, yet tentative, waiting for the
Wrk's first live nmovement.

Mary Margaret W/ debl ood | ooked about her at the New World. This is Johns
Hopki ns Hospital. This is 1983. Everything that went before was just a
nightmare. | amalive. | amne. | amfree

"How soon do | get the Curse?" she cried. "Wen do | become a real wonan?"

Thi nki ng: the Bl ood of the Lanmb. G opberger's pink face, agape, was yet another
Di sney caricature, the waters of unconsci ousness calling hir home. Home: back to
the stars. And SHe went, she went, into the great ether drift, into the cosmic
void again, fromdina shaur to turban bay in a m chael sonnorley regurgitation to
t he Hawkf oul edest Convention in Elveron. Yes a forty-four-year-old male rising
i ke Venus on fours out of the waves but aglow gleam ng as in Botticelli: hir
Self surprised at this astonishingly female body a really successful crossing
and one hand crept as she slept toward the crypt rested there happy yes: it was
true. A fermal e body. She snored hoarsely.

And Dr. d opberger, l|ike Baron Frankenstein, |ooked on his work and saw that it
was very good. So far.

MURPHY' S RELI G QUS

I still recall vividly the shock | experiended on first encountering this

mul tiworld concept. The idea of 10100 + slightly inperfect copies of oneself al
constantly splitting into further copies ... is not easy to reconcile with conon
sense.

-bryce S. dewitt "quantum nechanics and reality." Physics Today Septenber, 1970

They were sitting in a VWRabbit on Market Street in San Francisco. The marquee
across the street still said DEEP THROAT after twelve years. "They never goi ng
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to change that?" Starhawk asked. "Everybody and his brother been there to see
that Linda Lovel ace swal | ow peckers by now. Hell, everybody and his brother been
there twice by now "

"She could swal |l ow ny pecker anytine," Mendoza sai d. Mendoza was a cop

"l seen a funny one the other day," Starhawk said, starting to laugh. "In the
men's crapper in the archaeol ogy building. 'Linda Lovel ace for President it

said. 'Let's have a good-I|ooking cocksucker in the Wite House.' College kids."
"They're all a bunch of fags these days," Mendoza told him seriously. "Fags and
dopers. And they call us pigs. Anyway, what were you doing in the archaeol ogy
bui | di ng?"

"I like to study ny people's history," Starhawk said. "There a | aw agai nst

t hat ?"

"The fuck," Mendoza said, "I don't care what you do on your spare tinme. You neke
out with those college girls? Don't tell me, | know You make out like a bandit.
You're the greatest thing come down the pike since Burt Reynolds, you are."
Starhawk started to clean his nails with an attachment on his key ring

"Tell ne about the coke."

"Murph owns nore guns than the army got, up in Presidio. He's a real nut on
guns. | nean, it's your ass he catches you. He won't think tw ce about it. A
police officer catching a burglar in his own house, it's your ass. You got to
understand that."

"Dig," Starhawk said. "It's always ny ass. You think there's a crib worth
knocki ng over they don't have guns these days? Christ, there's never been a
better-arnmed country since we had the Revolution, is what it is. Even little old
| adies. Even in Berkeley for Christ's sake. This is no business for anybody got
shaky nerves, these days. College professors, their houses are stacked with
enough munitions for Black Pant her headquarters. Wat | don't understand is how
conme everybody in the fucking country hasn't been at |east wounded by now.
Everybody' s even nore crazy-mad than they are shit-scared. It's |ike H gh Noon.
You don't have to tell me, be careful. | wasn't careful, |I'd be one dead

I ndi an. "

"Son of a bitch," Mendoza said suddenly, sitting up

St arhawk was al nost startled. "Huh?"

"That dog," Mendoza said. "You see that son of a bitch shit right on the

si dewal k? They do that all over the city, the ordinance doesn't nean a fucking
thing. Dirty, filthy animals, | d ban themfromthe fucking city entirely, | was
mayor . "

Yeah," Starhawk said. "That's our chief problemhere, dogs shitting on the
street."”

"It ain't funny," Mendoza said. "Filthy bastards spread all kinds of diseases.
And you take your kid out for a walk and there's two of them hunping and the kid
says, 'Daddy, what are the doggi es doi ng?' Wat are you gonna tell her, is what

I wanna know. Dirty, filthy aninmals."

"Yeah, but about Murphy and this job."

"Ckay, okay," Mendoza said. "I'mjust telling you dirty filthy animls should be
banned. Wth Miurph you got to be in and out as slick and sneaky as a preacher's
prick in a cows ass. | nmean, he |likes guns, nore than nost cops. And he'd | ove

an excuse to shoot you."

"Murphy?" Starhawk turned in his seat. "Murph and |, we never had any bad
feelings."

"Wel |, okay, he loves the ground you wal k on. Like all the hookers on Powel |
Street, and the housewi ves up in Marin, and the college girls now too. But he
hates what you are. He hates all mnorities-Indians, niggers, it don't matter to
him he's denocratic about it. The fuck, he doesn't |ike me nuch, and we been
partners going on ten years this May. And he hates burglars especially. An

I ndian burglar, that's alnost as good to himas a nigger burglar. You got to
realize that when you go in there."

"That's a hot one," Starhawk said, not |laughing. "That really is a hot one. A
the stuff he's fenced for me, and he hates burglars. That really is good. Next
thing you'll tell me is the Vice Squad hates hookers."

"Murphy's religious," Mendoza said. "He'd love to nake holes in you. That's what
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you got to understand."

"Support your l|ocal police," Starhawk said, "for a nore efficient police state."
"Look, you on this caper or you just going to sit here and crack wi se? | can get
Marty Mall oy, you know. "

"You're religious too," Starhawk said. "I went and nade fun of the depart nent
and now you're going to get Malloy. Wio' Il fuck up the whole job and you'll both
be up in Qfor the next twenty years. But at |least he won't crack w se about the
departnent. He'll leave fingerprints all over the joint, and drop the snow in
the bushes on his way out, and crash into an Gakland P. O car goi ng hone, and
then lead themright to your front door, but he's got proper respect for the
police, Malloy. Yeah, you get Malloy."

"Look, no need to be touchy."” Mendoza was ingratiating. "I want you, | don't
want Malloy. Just lay off the departnent, is all."

"Ckay, okay. No need for either of us to get antsy." Starhawk smiled |ike an
actor. "How nmuch coke you think?"

"Like I say, who knows? But it's got to be around 500 Gs. That's what Amato says
and he's good at naking estinmates like that. Say Amato is wong for once in his
life, say it's only 300 Gs, still you don't get half of 300 Gs every night you
go out and knock over a house."

"It's beautiful,"” Starhawk said. "It's so beautiful it stinks. A cop with a
coupl e hundred thou in hot cocaine, all | got to do is walk in and wal k out,
he' Il never report it to anyone. That's just what bothers ne. Mirphy cones hone

and finds it gone, he's going to do sonething. Okay, he can't call the captain
and say, 'Sone thief just stole the cocaine | took from Freddy Fuckerfaster when
I busted him before | could sell it to Mal donado. Send over a squad car rea

qui ck.' That's what he don't do. So, okay, what does he do? You know him better
than | do."

"He gets nad for a week, and anybody we bust better watch his ass or Murph wll
turn himover to wecking crew That's all. What the fuck can he do, you see?
There's just nothing you can do when sonebody snatches sonet hing you shoul dn't
have in the first place. Especially when you're a cop."

"There's ne and Malloy," Starhawk said. "And five others Miurph knows as well as
me. And two | can think of that Miurph doesn't know about yet. And maybe two that
I don't even know, let's say. That's let's see, about ten or el even guys who

m ght have done it, afterwards. Ten or eleven really good cat burglars in the
Bay Area that Murphy will cone | ooking for, one way or another."

"So? You had a day in the last five years sonebody on the force wasn't trying to
put you away?" Mendoza grinned. "Or you worried that Mal donado will think the
coke's already his and put the whole Cosa Nostra onto getting it back? Balls.
There's ten guys around here could do it, like you say. And ten nore m ght have
come up fromL.A and another ten from Vegas or Chicago or Christ knows where
You go in as slick as you usually do, nobody'll ever have a |l ead. Mirphy'll have
a purple hard-on for a week or so, and I wouldn't want to be anybody he busts
then, but that's all that'll happen, all. You in or you out?"

"Wait. Wien's Murph's next day off?"

"Tonorrow. Wy?"

"Sonme people," Starhawk said, "they had this kind of nerchandise, they'd hide it
so you practically got to take the walls down one by one before you find it. You
know? Case like that, you want to save yourself sone tinme, you watch until they
show you where it is."

"Hey, Murph's no dunbbell. You think you're the Invisible Man or sonethi ng?"

"It's got to be tonorrow. Believe ne, he'll never see me, but I'll see him You
was to ask ne, going in today bare-ass, before I can case the house, would be
the best way to get ny balls in a sling. For all | know, he's got a friend
staked out there for when he's at work. And | wait till the day after tonorrow,

when he's at work again, he may have already sold it to Mal donado. Am| right or
am | right?"

"Jeez." Mendoza turned to | ook straight at Starhawk. "You going in there, with
Murph at home, | don't like that at all. What | don't want is sonebody gets
dead, himor you. That happens, ny ass is grass and the whol e departnment is the
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| awn nower . "

"Anybody in the departnent ever link me to a killing? Even suspect me? You know
better than that, Mendy. | don't go in bare-ass, you know. Already, | got three
pl ans."

"Then you're really in."

"Ch, I'min." Starhawk stopped cleaning his nails and returned the key to the
ignition. "I wouldn't miss it for the world. The only thing I |ike better than

stealing froma cop is fucking a cop."
"Funny, " Mendoza said. "Renind nme to laugh on ny day off. That attitude is going
to get you in a lot of trouble sone fine day, nmy friend."

THE FI RST FURBI SH LOUSEWART

You nust take the bull by the tail and | ook the facts in the face.

-W C fields

The first Furbish Lousewart was a retainer on the Greystoke estate in England in
the thirteenth century. He was a foundling, the bastard offspring of the |oca
curate and a nun who, oddly enough, later told Chaucer a story he considered
good enough to retell in verse. The nun was al so the nodel for the Prioress in
the earliest Tarot deck and her basic features renmained even after that card
becane the Femal e Pope and, |ater, the H gh Priestess.

Lord Greystoke naned the infant Furbish Lousewart because he | ooked so dainty
when they found himin the manger. Furbish Lousewart was as dainty a nane as you
could have in Merrie England in those days, being the vernacular termfor herba
pedi cul aris, a nost lovely flower of the snapdragon species.

Fur bi sh Lousewart grew to nanhood, nmarried, fathered three legitinate children
and died in the Third Crusade. One of his illegitimate children, by Lady
Greystoke, was the only Greystoke to survive that Crusade and carried on the
Greystoke line, unknown to his brothers and sisters, who continued the plebeian
l'ine of Lousewarts.

NOTHI NG

Everyone who is a | awyer nust either be mentally defective by nature or be bound
to beconme so in tinme.
-furbish | ousewart v, Unsafe Wherever You Go

And Dr. d opberger, like Frankenstein, |ooked on his work and saw that it was
very good. So far.

But the nurse, Ms. lda Pingala, returning along the |ong white hall perneated
with Lysol to the snug white cubicle of the nurses' |ounge, seated herself

snoot hing the starched white hem of her skirt over her pale white knees and
punched nunbers qui ck and neat on the phone console, white keys on white plastic
the colorless allcolor of antiseptic sterility.

"Ubu, here," came the Voice in her ear

"Roy. It's Ida." Ms. Pingala was equally crisp

Sounds of cani ne panting; Roy was al ways a cut-up

Ms. Pingala |aughed nmerrily. "Toni ght?" she asked.

Sounds of |ouder, nore passionate panting.

She gi ggl ed again. "Your place or mne?"
"Yours. You know how the Bureau is.

"Ei ghtish?"

"Ni neish, to be on the safe side. Al hell is breaking | oose again."

"Ni nei sh, then. You devil."

Mor e panti ng.

"Ch you devil you wild man you ani mal . "

"Ni nei sh gotto go now | ove you bye."

Roy Ubu, in Washington,* hangs up and gl ances at his wistwatch. Tinme for the
meeting with Babbit.

*Terran Archives 2803: Washington was the capital city of Unistat. It was
governed ostensibly by a baseball teamcalled the Senators, but by the tine of
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our story real control had fallen into the hands of the FBI and the Beast.

A listless Santa C aus dingdonging his bell with enpty junkie eyes as |ight snow
fell in sparse crystals, not sticking to the sidewal k, but a biting Wshi ngton
wind stings Ubu's eyes as he |eaves the FBI office, turning up his collar to

sl ouch hands deep in pocket to his car. Shifting fromfirst gear into second
turni ng up Pennsyl vani a Avenue the snowfl akes grow ng thicker and heavier as he
drives, snaps on the car radio.

and so the second black uprising in Mam has ended in flane and tragedy. In
Washi ngton, President Lousewart is neeting this norning with the Stentorian
Anbassador to di scuss bal ance of paynents amid a nood of cautious optimsm
Parents in Bad Ass, Texas, continue to keep their children out of school in the
bitter dispute over biofeedback training. School Superintendent B. S. Curve,

still hospitalized fromthe bonb bl ast which destroyed
Ubu parks carefully with neat precision flashing his ID at the Secret Service
man to be passed quickly into the Wiite House over thick carpets under brilliant

chandeliers to the of Fice of Muntbatten Babbit, scientific advisor to the
President: a bald and ovoid head with inpatiently piercing eyes that scanned for
the exact measurenent and the precisely calibrated nunber.

"This ah is a very delicate matter," Babbit began at once. "W give it an Urgent
rating but at the sane tine we do not wish to alarmthe public you understand

t he whol e i nvestigation nust be carried on with kid gloves as they say The
President Hi nmself has instructed ne to nake it clear to you, to make it
absolutely clear, that no leaks will be tolerated no | eaks what soever or a very
big ax will fall on the whole Bureau a very big ax have | made nyself clear?"
"Yes sir absolutely sir."

"Good. Now, have you noticed a certain ah a certain decline in Anerican science
and technology in recent years a withering away of talent and originality so to
speak?"

"Well sir law is ny background you know sir | wouldn't know a test tube froma
bevatron sir. "

"The decline has been accelerating and is beconmng critical in sonme respects,
critical."

"Yes sir but so what sir a lot of science is classified as non-ec and not very
popul ar with the Administration."

Babbit's eyes were scanning Ubu without warnmth. "You think it is possible to
draw a hard line a sharp boundary between ec science and non-ec sci ence?"

"Well of course sir President Lousewart hinself is always saying ..."

"I'"'m not tal king about Administration rhetoric M. Ubu | amtal ki ng about
reality. Could you draw such a line and say this is ec research and this is
non-ec?"

"Well sir | don't get involved in politics | investigate and find out the facts
and that's ny job sir admnistrative decisions are not our business at the

Bur eau. "

"There is no difference between ec and non-ec science," Babbit said with icy
deliberation. "I will never say that in public as long as | ampart of the

Admi ni stration you understand the President has a right to expect loyalty from
Menbers of the Team of course but | tell you in private ec and non-ec are terns
in theology in netaphysics in value judgnent, they have nothing to do with
science. It's all as absurd as saying sone research is chocolate and sone is
vanilla and the chocolate is better than the vanilla."

"Yes sir | understand you sir you have nmy word |'Il never repeat any of this
sir."

"Good now officially the Adm nistration only wi shes to di scourage non-ec science
but in fact we are suffering a drastic a dangerous possibly a lethal decline in
all science right across the board ..."

"But sir isn't that what President Lousewart stands for? Tightening our belts,
the sinple rugged life of our pioneer ancestors, |owered expectations ..."

You dammed fool we're not tal king about political speeches we're talking about
the realities of survival." Uh yes sir yes."

"Survival danmit survival.
But quantumy inseparable from Ubu nurse Ida Pingala peeks into the W/I debl ood
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roomto see if the patient is sleeping confortably (always got to be carefu

with these rich bitches especially the types we get here in Trans-sexuality

Surgery rather be back in obs so hel pless and adorabl e they are even if sone of

the nothers shouldn't be raising kittens nmuch | ess humans) and | eans fixing the

hem on her skirt as the figure in the bed gurgles a half-snore nutter "Master
escape ..."

Anot her quantum j unp:

"One hundred thirty-two?" Ubu repeated.

"Those are the figures that cane out of the Beast," Babbit said evenly. "One

hundred thirty-two of the top scientific mnds who've | eft governnent since the

ec prograns were inplenented are not working for private industry, teaching at

uni versities, or anywhere else to be found."

SEX, STATUS, SUCCESS

It may have been coi nci dence or synchronicity or the quantuminseparability
principle (QU P), but the very sane day that Epi cene WI debl ood becane Mary
Margaret W/ deblood in Baltinore and Babbit briefed Roy Ubu on the Brain Drain
mystery in Washington, Blake WIlianms was teaching a class at Col unbia and Hugo
de Naranja was a student in it. Since Hugo was the first human bei ng who ever
saw the Cat, he shoul d have been paying close attention to Wllians, but in fact
he was a poet and felt it his duty to be bored by all the sciences. Hugo woul d
settle for a gentleman's Cin "The Anthropol ogy °f Quantum Physics." Hugo was a
Santaria initiate, the third ex-husband of Carol Christmas, and (although he
didn't know it) he worked for Hassan i Sabbah X

"It wasn't Einstein,” WIllians was droning along, "and it wasn't even Hei senberg
or dear old Schrédi nger who drove the last nail in the coffin of common sense.
It was John S. Bell, who published his nenorable Theoremin 1964, nearly twenty
years ago," and bl ah bl ah bl ah. Hugo was nore interested in the ass of the girl
in the row ahead of him He wanted both his hands on that ass. He wanted her
thighs around his waist. He wanted his cock way up inside her hot Wite

Prot estant pussy. Screwing Latino girls rated O in his book (that was only sex),
screwing Jewish girls was 5 (that was Status), but screwing a Wite Protestant
girl was 10 points and a gold star (that was SUCCESS)

WIlliams continues to transmt to blank bored faces:

"Bell's Theorem basically deals with nonlocality. That is, it shows that no

| ocal explanation can account for the known facts of quantum nechanics. Um
perhaps | should clarify that. A |local explanation is one that assunes that
things seemingly separate in space and tine are really separate. Un? Yes. It
assunes, that is to say, that space and tinme are independent of our primte
nervous systens. Do | have your attention, class?

But Bell is even nore revolutionary. He offers us two choices if we try to keep
locality, and if there are any students in this class who are seriously
interested in the subject this would be a good tine to take a few notes. Um
First choice: we can abandon quantum nmechanics itself. That of course neans

i nescapably that we abandon atoni ¢ physics and about three-quarters of
everything we tall science. Un Now we really don't want to give up quantum
mechanics so let's | ook at choice two. W give up objectivity. Well, that's not
too great a sacrifice for those of us who have already given up sweets and nal e
superiority and ha ha faith in the integrity of government or even cigarettes.
We can give up objectivity. Ahhh yes but the trouble is ... Yes M. Naranja?"
"Ees this goan be on the exam nation sir?"

"No you needn't worry about that M. Naranja we woul dn't dream of asking
anything hard on the exam nation | believe the |last examination with a hard
question given at this university was in a survey of mathematics course in 1953
yes M. Lee?"

"I's possibre that quantum connection is not imredi ate and unmtigated? Then

per haps we take choice one and give up not quantum nechanics itself but nerely
nodi fy the quantum connection in a sense that it is sone way sir nediate or
mtigated, does that seem possibre sir?"
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"Ah M. Lee how did you ever land at this university there are tinmes | suspect
you of actually seeking an education but I'mafraid in this case your canny
intellect has run aground. Recent experinments by C auser and Aspect shut that
door forever. The quantum connection is imredi ate, unmtigated, and | m ght say
omi present as the Thomi st God."

"So. You tell us, Professor WIlians, how nany tines Crauser's experinent has
been verified?"

Jingle bells, jingle bells,

Jingle all the way

Rebirth, WI debl ood was deciding, is nmessier than first birth, despite old
Augustine and his nedia feces et urine trip . . . how rmuch he had wanted to be
Annette Haven in the clusterfuck scene in China Grl: one cock in Her nmouth, one
in Her snatch, one in each hand: ah, WI debl ood, 'twere paradi se enow. But the
reality of it, the adjustnents to be nade:

Sit down when you want to pee

Sit down when you want to pee

Sit down when you want to pee

SHe was witing it out a hundred times, to avoid naking that m stake again. Ego
is much nmore a body image than she had known. Psychol ogically, she was

andr ogynous WoMan, the Baphomet idol; physically, she had to sit down to pee.
Ch what fun it is to ride

But Roy Ubu, back at FBI headquarters, was already briefing a five-man team on
the brain drain nystery.

"You mean," Special Agent Tobias Kni ght asked, "we're supposed to find 132

m ssing scientists without |letting anybody know that there are 132 nissing
scientists we're looking for? Is that it?"

"The President Hi nself,"” Ubu pronounced in Babbit's frigid tones, "gives this
project Top Priority."

"In other words, it's inmpossible but you want us to do it, anyway," Knight
transl at ed.

"Now that's enough defeatism Toby, let's get to work and believe in ourselves
and by Christ a busted flush can win when the guys behind it have the balls for
it. ... Now, here's the names in al phabetical order. One: Dr. George WAshi ngton
Carver Bridge, sounds like a spade, graduate M skatonic University; it says |ast
wor ked for the governnent on Project Cyclops in the |ate seventies. Two: Dr.
Charl es Chance, nicknane Fat, graduate M skatonic, also |ast worked for the
governnent on Cyclops. Three ..."

THE SECOND FURBI SH LOUSEWART

A man with one watch knows what tine it is. Aman with two watches is never
sure.
-segal 's | aw

Percy Lousewart was born in the Ghio River Valley in 1866 and by then Lousewart
was no | onger considered a euphoni ous nane. His Christian name didn't help, even
though his nother had picked it due to her fervent, alnost erotic, admration
for Shelley. She might as well have named the poor |ad G ssy. Every tinme he

i ntroduced himnmself as Percy Lousewart, sone bully or other felt conpelled to
make a witty remark, and a fight usually foll owed. Eventually poor Percy deci ded
to change his nane and went to see an educated nan, a | awer, about having the
job done legally; he al so wanted some advice on choosing a better, nore popul ar
title. The | awer, alas, was nore than erudite; he was a biblionmaniac, an

al coholic scholar, and the kind of crank who delights in witing letters to the
Britannica correcting their errors. He told Percy all about the Furbish
Lousewart plant and even showed hima picture of one. He was el oquent on the
subj ect, and his passion was contagi ous. Percy Lousewart had his name changed
only to Furbish Lousewart and took his lunmps as they came. His first son was
nanmed Furbish Lousewart Il and a tradition was begun
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MALLOY DON T SI NG

The vari abl es vary too much and the constants aren't as constant as they seem
-finagle's fifth fundanental finding

"The fuck," Malloy said. "Wiere you get an idea |like that? | don't sing, | never
sing. Who's been handing you that shit?"

It was a small furnished roomon Taylor Street in the San Franci sco tenderl oin.
A sign outside the wi ndow advertised an establishnment on the ground fl oor,

Les Nuits de Paris Massage.

Starhawk said, "Marty, | know three guys up in Fol som because of you. They're
not sure. Each one of them he says it mght of been you, it mght of been two
other guys. I'msure. | nmake it a point of honor to be sure about things like

that. You pick up $20 here from Mendoza, $15 there from Miurphy, and you tel

them what you think they want to hear, nostly crap. To keep theminterested, you
give thema live one now and then, sonebody you don't |ike. You and twenty ot her
guys in this towmn. Don't crap ne, Marty. |I'mhere to nake noney for you, not to
give you a hard tinme about it."

Mal | oy said, "You're crazy. You should go see a psychiatrist. You nust of been
back on the reservation eating peyote again. | don't know what the fuck you're
tal ki ng about."

"Ckay," Starhawk said. "You're smart, Marty. You're so dammed smart you don't
admt anything, even when the other guy knows nore about it than you do. My ass.
You're so dammed smart you're stupid, is what you are."

Mal | oy started to get up.

"Sit down," Starhawk said. "I keep telling you, I"'mnot here to give you a hard
time. Listen to ne, Marty, just a mnute. |I've got a century that's not doing
anything, and it's yours." He opened his wallet and laid a $100 bill on the
table. "Now, do we talk about its four brothers, and what you do to get them or

do you go on shitting ne until | go out the door and find another guy that talks
to cops?"

The nmassage sign bel ow the wi ndow flickered on-off, on-off.

"Suppose | do it," Malloy said. "I nean, |I'mnot adnitting anything, but suppose
just this once | go talk to The Murph. What | got to know is, whose ass is in
the sling, who goes up? You understand, | don't want sonebody cones | ooking for

me fromthe Syndicate."

"Nobody goes up, that's the beauty of it," Starhawk said. "You're just going to
tell Mirph about a guy got in today fromL.A He's here to do a job for

Mal donado, see, and he got drunk and started shooting off his nouth about how
funny it was, the guy he cane to do the job onis a cop."

"Jesus," Mlloy said. The nassage sign flickered off and on again. "Don't tel
me, let nme guess. Starhawk, the man of bronze, two balls of cast iron and no
nmore brains than a hanster. You got it in your head it's cop-hunting season and
you're going to shoot one of them And they trust good old Marty Malloy so nmuch

they'll spend all their tinme |looking for an inmaginary hit nman fromL.A , just
because good old Marty tells themso. | take it all back. You don't need a
psychi atrist, you need a new brain."

"Don't get your bowels in an uproar,"” Starhawk said. "It's not that kind of job.

It's just a heist."

"What's this cop got, sonebody cones all the way fromL. A to heist it? The
crown jewel s?"

Starhawk raised his fingers to his nose and nmade a sniffing notion

"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph," Mlloy said. "This cop, what he's got is a bag of
snow, so he won't be talking to anybody else in the departnent when it turns up
mssing. | got to hand it to you, kid. Nobody could have set this up for you but
anot her cop. The fuck, it would have to be his partner. Wo's pissed because he
didn't get his half, right?"

"Don't think about that, you might get so excited you'll talk about it in your
sl eep. The thing is, you just got to tell Mirph about this Syndicate gun from
L. A. and how funny he thinks it is, that this crooked cop is trying to sell sone
hot snow to Mal donado's boys and they just went and brought up this gorilla to
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take it fromhim no down paynent, no nmnonthly installnents, for free."

Mal | oy was grinning broadly. "Murph'll shit," he said. "He'll absolutely shit a
brick."

"Yeah," Starhawk said. "I kind of think he will. You like it?"

"Kiddo," Malloy said, "if | wasn't so broke this week, 1'd do it free. Just to
watch himtrying not to look like the cop I'mtelling himabout. The fat prick."
"I sort of figured you'd like it," Starhawk said. "Me, the only thing | regret
is | can't be there to see his face nyself."

"Yeah," Malloy said. "The fat prick."

I'S VLAD A SYMBOL?

A class nmade up solely of intellectuals will always have a guilty conscience.
-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe Werever You Go

"Def ection?" Ubu suggested at the second conference on the Brain Drain. "Russia
or China ..."

"The CIA was the first agency into this," Babbit said, "and they say it's

i mpossi bl e. They know what col or drawers every conmi ssar wears these days with
the | atest surveillance techniques. One hundred thirty-two top Anerican
scientists are not working over there unknown to the ClIA Take that as
axiomatic." Babbit was firm

"Well there are only twelve people in HOWE ..
"They haven't left the planet," Babbit said briefly. "People of that caliber do
not travel about without sonebody noticing-Intelligence, newspapers, TV, other
scientists, sonebody. It is as if they have crawed into a hole and dragged the
ground in after them" H's chair creaked screeee as he | eaned forward for
enphasi s.

"Hell, they're not |oose inside the country sir," Ubu said firmy. "Anericans
can't just disappear these days. Wiy to cash a check any kind of check you've
got to wite both your Social Security nunmber and your GAB nunber and have them
bot h scanned by the Beast. Sir there's never been a people better watched and
protected than the Anerican people of Novenber 1983. And we expect to do even
better sir when the new circuits are put in the Beast next nonth."

He's gonna find out who's naughty or nice

But the snow falls thicker, naking a bl anket of foam against the w ndow of
Babbit's office and pil es against the door of The Upstart Crow bookstore off
Dupont Circle across town, where Marvin Gardens is autographing copies of VW ad
Vi ctorious.

"I never got a real live autograph froma real live author M. Gardens tell ne
why did you wite two books about a man Iike VI ad?"

"To nmake nmoney," Marvin said in his Peter Lorre cokehead voi ce. He had prepared
for the ordeal of the seventeenth autograph party in twenty-three days by
snorting nore than his usual norning quantity of the snow and was in no nood to
conceal his divinity fromthe blind uncoked Earthlings. "I have al ways been
possessed by a nad, passionate, alnpbst erotic desire for a very |arge bank
account. In fact, | love the feel of nmoney the crisp crinkle of bills the netal
solidity of coin the visual inpact of a |arge check with seven figures,"

"I's it true John Wayne will play Vlad again in the sequel ?"

"That's just in the talking stage now and frankly |I don't care if they cast
Raquel Welch the inportant thing is cash on the barrel head ny agent is asking a
mllion for the screen rights and we won't settle for a penny less . . . Yes?"
"I's Mlad really a synbol ?"

O come let us adore H m

O come let us adore H m

The twel ve people in HOVE-H gh Orbital Mni-Earth-were construction engi neers,
six male and six fenmale. They had originally been sent there to build, with

mat eri al s shipped from Lunar Mning, HOVE Il, a space village for 10, 000
occupants. This program had been cancel ed as "non-ec" by President Lousewart and
the twelve colonists restricted to "ec" research, nostly astronom cal, which
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Presi dent Lousewart turned over to his astrologers for a nystica
interpretation.

HOVE was | ocated in the area called Libration Point 5 where the gravitationa
fields of Luna and Terra were equally balanced. This null-gravity area had been
mat hemati cal | y di scovered by the astrononmer Lagrange and was therefore sonetines
call ed the Lagrange Area. The nane for the space town, HOME, had been coi ned by
psychol ogi st Tinothy Leary in 1977

A friend of Leary's named Robert Anton WIson, who wote overly conplicated
novel s, had suggested a team song for the colonists, "HOVE on Lagrange." To
popul arize this idea, he had witten letters about it to many space research
groups and included it in a novel called The Trick Top Hat. Still, by 1984, the
song hadn't caught on with the twelve col onists. They were not at home on
Lagrange because they feared that the whol e project would soon be classified as
"non-ec" and they woul d be dragged back to the wonb-pl anet.

ULYSSES AT HOVE

My dog understands perfectly everything | say to him | amthe one who does not
under st and.
-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe Werever You Go

Mary Margaret W/ debl ood's parties were the place to go that wi nter because of
the penil e adornnent above the mantel pi ece. Sonme even began to suspect that

W | debl ood had undergone the transsex operation only to engage in the nost
flagrant excess of exhibitionismin world history.

This was an uncharitable oversinplification. WIdeblood' s mnd was vast, not
sinmple, and had nore kinks than a Pollack painting; SHe was not deep, but wi de
and conplex. SHe actually intended to beconme a nun. Wen SHe quoted fromthe
gospel of hir youth, "Humility is endless," SHe really neant it. Subm ssion was
sal vation; and who is nore subnissive than a nun? Above all, SHe |onged to
enbrace the Lanb, all woolly and fleecy and pure, but very definitely horned and
Ram si gned with Pentecostal fire. SHe had the hots for Divine intercourse. \Were
Natalie Drest was nerely cock-mad, Mary Margaret W/ debl ood was possessed by the
god Pri apus.

The idea of mounting and, so to speak, enshrining Uysses occurred to Mary
Margaret at her very first reception after returning from Johns Hopki ns.

Benny "Eggs" Benedict started it by suggesting, "Nornman Mailer mght try to get
revenge for sonme of your reviews by raping you."

"Let the nmale chauvinist pig try it," Mary Margaret said denurely. "Il've been
studyi ng kung fu."

"Ch, are you planning to join Wnen's Lib?" Justin Case inquired.

"l have given it sone thought," Mary Margaret replied, practicing her new

si mpery-Marilyn-Monroe smile and positively reveling in the feel of the nylons
on his, no dammit her, thighs.

"JUST A GODDAM M NUTE, " a boomi ng nmascul i ne voice cut in. This was Josephi ne
Mal i k, chairperson of God's Lightning-an outfit |ong suspected of terrorist
fire-bonbi ngs agai nst porny novi e houses, adult bookstores, and other sexi st
enterprises. Jo was an ideol ogi cal descendant of those who thought copul ation
was bad for the crops. "I don't know about |ib-lab w shy-washy groups |ike NOWN"
she went on, "but God's Lightning certainly isn't accepting any nmenbers who
weren't born ferale."

"Ch, now," a fluty fem nine voice intervened-"Fi gs" Newton, spokesperson for the
Necr ophil e Liberation Front, sporting a |lapel button that said, OUT OF THE
MAUSCLEUMS, | NTO THE STREETS. "That's hardly fair," he pronounced-I|ike nopst
Terrestrials, he regarded hinself as an expert on norality. "People are what
they make thensel ves," he said, good Existentialist that he was. "To hold the
accidents of birth against themis practically racism isn't it?"

This led to sone lively debate, and it was finally decided that to hold the

acci dent of genitalia-at-birth agai nst sonmebody was definitely not racism but

m ght be sexism or possibly genderism Josephine Malik, neanwhile, snol dered.
"Well," she said finally, "God's Lightning is not influenced by all this baroque
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civil rights and civil liberties horseshit out of the eighteenth century.
According to semantics, people don't have rights; they just nake demands and
call themtheir rights. It's purely a pragmatic problem If we |et

thi s-person-in, what's to prevent other nmen from hacking off their prongs,
infiltrating our ranks, and subverting our whol e organization?"

This was a poser, admttedly; and while the assenbl ed conpany grappled with it,
Josephi ne delivered her crusher: "Besides, there's a |ot of doubt about how
conpl ete these operations are. How do we know Ms. Wl deblood is in all respects
a true wonan and not just a truncated man?"

Mary Margaret W/ debl ood, who had a m nd sonmewhat bizarre even for the twentieth
century, had been waiting for such an opportunity. "I can certainly prove |I'm
not a man," she smled sweetly, and drew U ysses out of her purse. Al though two
men fainted on the spot, the wonen nerely blinked, at least at first. Then sone
of them began to titter

Thus began the great W/ debl ood scandal e of that winter. She had naliciously
saved the relic of her previous masculinity with the thought that it m ght
provoke sone sort of spontaneous G oup Encounter sessions, and now she knew she
had the potential for some truly nenorable Freak-outs. The relic was placed in
the hands of a skilled taxiderm st and soon energed, in a natural -l ooking erect
state, handsonely nounted on a redwood plaque. This hung over the nantel pi ece of
her posh Sutton Place apartnment, and there she began to hold parties to which
were invited (along with the usual New York VIPs) precisely those persons npst
likely to be neurol ogically gal vani zed by the sight of a penis w thout a man,
whi ch is considerably nore nmenorabl e t han nat hemati ci an Dodgson's grin wthout a
cat, although perhaps not as nenorabl e as physicist Schrdédi nger's cat, who was
dead and alive at the sane tine.

Bl ake WIliams becanme a regular at these soirees, and often retired sneakily to
the kitchen to make notes, which later resulted in a scholarly article,
"Priapi sm Recrudes-cent: Hellenic Religion in a Secular Context." The
"ithy-phallic eidolon," as he insisted on calling Ms. WIdebl ood' s obscene joke,
seemed to produce markedly different effects on various personality types. One
football player, for instance, had to be renbved in a straitjacket. Strangely
enough, certain shy, timd, and stoop-shoul dered nmen took it all in their
stride, quite as if WIldeblood' s brutally explicit rejection of masculinity
reinforced their own | oose grip upon that (after all) sonewhat nystical estate.
The Gay set devel oped a superstition, alnobst a nystique, and the tradition of
"kissing it for good | uck" was even joked about, obscurely, in certain newspaper
columms. ("A new religion, of which Linda Lovel ace ni ght al nbst be the prophet,
i s now sweepi ng the Way-Qut People, all the way fromFifty-seventh Street to St
Mark's Place.")

VHY?
Wy me, O Lord?
-ancient primte question

"l said FUCK THE BLOODY CAPI TALI STS," the California witer was howing amd the
group at the mantel pi ece, bel ow the ithyphallic eidolon.

"Mt her very easily nmade a jam sandwi ch using no peanuts, mayonnai se, or glue,"
Bl ake WIllianms was reciting patiently to Natalie Drest.

"TV, publishing, novies, everywhere-the extraterrestrials have taken over,"
Marvin Gardens was warning in his passionate Peter Lorre intonation

Benny Benedi ct suddenly had enough of the W/ debl ood high-1Q set. He wandered
out on the balcony, to look at the stars and wonder, hal f-drunkenly, why he was
so depressed.

After three years the question still canme to hi mwhen he had too rmuch booze
aboard: Wiy ne?

Wi ch was sel fish and maudlin. The real question should be: Way ny nother?

O, nore to the point: Wiy anybody?

The world nust be nad, that we go on living like this, and tolerate it. The
prinordial jungles were probably | ess dangerous than the streets of any city in
Unistat. Was this the resultant of the long struggle upward fromthe caves-a
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world nore frightening, nore full of hatred and viol ence, nore bl oody than the
days of the saber-tooth?

Every tinme | look at the TV news at seven, he thought mserably, | end up
feeling this way before midnight. It's alnost as if they're afraid sonebody

m ght have a flicker of hope or a good opinion of humanity (at least in
potential) or a brief nonment of delusory security. Every night, to prevent such
unrealistic moods, they have to remind us that the violence and brutality is
still continuing.

Wth a shock, Benny discovered that he was weeping again, silently, guiltily,
privately. He had thought he was past that.

So nmuch for booze as a tranquili zer

He fought against it. It was self-indul gence, disguised self-pity actually. He
dabbed his eyes and tried to think of sonething el se. On mani padnme hum Om nani
padnme hum .

"Nice night." An Unidentified Man had wal ked out onto the bal cony.

"You don't feel the snog up here," Benny said, enbarrassed, wondering if he had
gotten rid of the last tear before this stranger had seen him

The Unidentified Man | ooked up at the stars, snmiling slightly. He was
good- | ooki ng enough to be an actor, Benny thought, and at second gl ance he did
|l ook renotely familiar, as if his face had been in the newspapers sonetinme. "The
stars," he said, "don't they get to you?"

Benny | ooked up. "I used to think 1'd live to see people go there," he
confessed, suddenly sure he had net this man somewhere before, a long tinme ago.
"Not likely with Lousewart |eading us back to the Stone Age."

"You' re non-ec," the man said, in nock accusation

"Quilty," Benny replied, realizing that this man was renmarkably easy to talk to.
"I think that if we used nore of our brains, we'd be able to create a world
where people would have a right to H gh Expectations."

"Hopel essly reactionary,"” the nman said, grinning. "You probably still read
science fiction."

"Quilty again," Benny said.

"Suppose | were an extraterrestrial," the man said quietly. "Suppose | were
several mllion years ahead of this planet. Wat one question would you ask nme?"
"Why is there so nuch viol ence and hatred anbng us?" Benny asked at once.

"I't's always that way on primtive planets," the man said. "The early stages of
evol ution are never pretty."

"Do planets grow up?" Benny asked.

"Some of them" the man said sinply.

" How?"

"Through suffering enough, they |earn wi sdom"

Benny turned and | ooked at his odd conpanion. He is an actor, he thought.
"Through suffering," he repeated. "There's no other way?"

"Not in the primtive stages," the nman said. "Primtives are too self-centered
to ask the inportant questions, until suffering forces themto ask."

Benny felt the grief pass through himagain, and | eave. He grinned. "You play
this ganme very well."

"Anybody can do it," the nman said. "It's a gimrck, to get outside your usua
m nd-set. You can do it too. Just try for a nminute-you be the advanced
intelligence, and I'l|l be the primtive Terran. Okay?"

"Sure," Benny said, enjoying this.

"Why nme?" The stranger's tone was intense. "Wiy have | been singled out for so
much injustice and pai n?"

"There is no known answer to that," Benny said at once. "Sonme say it's just
chance-hazard-statistics. Some say there is a Plan, and that you were chosen to
|l earn an inportant |esson. Nobody knows, really. The inportant thing is to ask
the next question.”

"And what is the next question?"

Benny felt as if this was easy. "The next question is, Wat do | do about it?
How ever many minutes or hours or years or decades | have left, what do | do to
make sense out of it all?"

"Hey, that's good," the stranger said. "You play Higher Intelligence very well."
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"It's just a gimmick," Benny said, feeling as if a great weight had been taken
off him They | aughed.

"Where did you ever learn that?" Benny asked. "From a book on Cabala," the man
said. "lIt's a way of contacting the Holy Guardian Angel. But people don't relate
to that netaphor these days, so | changed it to an extraterrestrial froman
advanced civilization."

"Who are you? | keep feeling |'ve seen your face.
stage magician," he said. "Cagliostro the Great."
"Are you sure you're not a real nmagician?" Benny asked.

The man | aughed. "I'ma

SCHRODI NGER THE MAN

Your theory is crazy, but it's not crazy enough to be true.
-neil s bohr, quoted by beynam Future Science

Erwin Schrédinger did a | ot nore than just make up mathematical riddl es about
fictitious cats. H's equations describing subatom ¢ wave nmechani cs, which earned
hi ma Nobel Prize, were anpong the nost inportant contributions to particle
theory in our century. Later, he turned his attention to biophysics and in a
smal | book called Wat Is Life? he offered the first mathematical definition of
the difference between living and dead systens, throwing off as a side
reflection the idea that life is negative entropy. This insight was to trigger
quite a few new ideas in many of his readers, including Norbert Wener of MT
and C aud Shannon of Bell Labs, who got so deep into negative entropy, due to
Schr 6édi nger, that they created mathematical information theory and laid the
foundations of the science of cybernetics, resulting ultimately in the Beast.
Schr édi nger didn't even believe in his own Cat riddle; he had propounded it only
to show that there nust be sonething wong with quantumtheory if it leads to
conclusions like that. Schroédinger didn't |ike quantumtheory because it

pi ctures an anarchi st universe and he was a deternmnist, like his good friend

Al bert Einstein. Thus, even though he had hel ped to create quantumtheory and
used it every day, Schrddi nger kept hoping to find sonmething seriously wong
withit.

The Cat probl em presupposes a Cat, a device of |lethal nature, such as a gun or a
poi son-gas pellet, and a quantum process which will, eventually, trigger the
weapon and kill the Cat. Very sinple. An experinenter, if he wanted to find out
when the device had fired and killed the Cat, would look into the | aboratory
where all this was transpiring and note what actually happened. But- Schr édi nger
points out with some gl ee-nodern physics, if it's all it's cracked up to be,
should allow us to find out what is happening w thout our actually going into
the | aboratory to look. All we have to do is wite down the equations of the
quant um process and cal cul ate when the phase change | eading to detonation will
occur. The trouble is that the equations yield, at mnimm tw solutions. At
any given tinme-say one half hour-the equations give us two quantum ei genval ues,
one of which neans that the Cat is now definitely dead, kaput, spurlos versenkt,
finished, and the other which tells us that the Cat is still alive as you and
ne.

I never died, said he;

I never die, said he.

Most physicists preferred to ignore Schrédi nger 's dammed Cat; quantum mechanics
wor ked, after all, and why nmake a big thing about sonething a little funny in
the mat hematics?

Ei nstein |l oved Schroédinger 's Cat because it mathematically denonstrated his own
conviction that subatom c events coul dn't be as anarchistic as wave mechanics
seened to inply. Einstein was a Hi dden Variable nan. He clainmed there nust be a
Hi dden Vari abl e-an I nvisible Hand, as Adam Smith m ght have said-controlling the
seem ngly indeterm nate quantum anarchy. Einstein was sure that the Hi dden

Vari abl e was sonething quite determ nistic and nechani cal, which would be

di scovered eventually. "God does not play dice with the world," he liked to say.
Decade fol |l owed decade and the Hi dden Variabl e remai ned el usi ve.

In the 1970s, Dr. Evan Harris Wal ker solved the Cat paradox (to his own
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sati sfaction) and defined the H dden Variable (to his own satisfaction). The

H dden Variabl e, he said, was consci ousness. There was nuttering in sone
quarters that Wal ker was smuggling pant heisminto physics disguised as quantum
psychol ogy, but many younger physicists-especially the acid-heads-accepted the
Wal ker sol ution.

Prof essor John Archi bal d Wheel er of Princeton found another way of dealing with
the Cat; he took it literally. Every quantum indeterm nacy, he proposed, creates
two universes; thus, the equations are literally true and in one universe the
Cat lives and in another universe the cat dies. W can only experience one
universe at a time, of course, but if the math says the other universe is there,
then by God it is there. Furthernore, since .5 probabilities occur
continually-every time you toss a coin, for instance-there are many, nany such
uni verses, perhaps an infinite nunber of them Wth two graduate students named
Everett and Graham Wheel er even worked up a nodel of where the other universes
were. They were on all sides of us, in superspace.

Sone were heard to suggest that ol d Weel er had been readi ng too nmuch science
fiction.

TO CROSS AGAI N

If I offer a child the choice between a pear and a piece of neat, he'l
i medi ately take the pear. That's his instinct speaking.

-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe Wherever You Go

Mount batt en Babbit, being nethodical in all things including his nadness, could
pi npoi nt exactly the date on which he had started sliding over the porous

menbr ane separating the sane fromthe insane. It had been |ong, |ong ago-back in
1941, actually, in July, the twenty-third of the nonth, a Thursday.

O perhaps it had actually started the night before, on the twenty-second. It
was hard to say, actually, even though Babbit was a man who detested i nprecision
of any sort. Say it was the twenty-second, then, even though the overt synptom
did not manifest until the twenty-third. W do want to be as accurate as
possi bl e when we're | ost out here.

So say the twenty-second: Mountbatten was a freshman at Antioch Col |l ege then and
the Carter Brothers Carnival was playing in nearby Xenia. Munty and sone
friends went over to have a | ook-see. Since Munty personally didn't wait around
for the post-mdnight private exhibition of the lustful nmulatto | ady and the
randy pony, advertised by shills in the crowd, the high point of the show for
hi m had been the Mentalist, Cagliostro the Geat.

A girl assistant, in as brief a costune as the carnival could get away wi th back
in nearly antediluvian 1941 and barbaric Chio, circul ated through the audience,
whil e Cagliostro, youngi sh and handsone for this racket, sat blindfolded on the

st age.
"Now what am | hol di ng?" she woul d ask when sonebody handed her a wat ch.
"I get the image of a tinepiece . . . yes, a wistwatch," the magician intoned.

"What do | have in ny hand this tinme?" The answer was a | ocket.

"Can you tell ne what this object is?"

A wal | et photo.

Driving back to Yell ow Springs, the students fell into a debate. One guy from
the psychol ogy departnent gave a | ong spiel on Rhine and parapsychol ogy and
scientific data for ESP, which convinced al nbst everyone. Babbit was the
exception. He was not only a chem stry major but a |leading firebrand for the

At hei st Cub on canpus and he knew dammed wel | that ESP was pseudo-scientific
bal der dash and hocus- pocus.

He spent the next day, the twenty-third, in the library, researching stage magic
and, in a biography of Houdini, he found the answer. A sinple substitution code.
Now what = watch. What do | have = |l ocket. Can you tell = photo. And so forth.
Fraud, pure and sinple, |ike everything that goes under the nane of religion or
nmagi c.

Sirius shone very bright that night in the southern sky and Mounty Babbit was
back at the carnival, |oaded for bear. Wen the girl approached his part of the
audi ence, he handed her a prized and illegal possession: a dragon-headed
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Japanese condom

"Tell nme what | have been given by this person.”

That wasn't in the Houdi ni code but neither was a condom with or without a
dragon head.

"It's against the lawin this state," Cagliostro intoned sonberly, causing heads
to turn. "And | woul d advi se the young gentlenan from Antioch to restrain his
sense of humor in the future.”

And don't marry Suzie from Red Lion

The second voi ce was-and-yet-wasn't Cagliostro's.

Mounty took quite a riding fromthe other students on their way back to Yell ow
Springs that night. "How did he know you were young?" "How di d he know you were
from Anti och-where was that in the code?" "Christ, a condomyou coul da got us
all arrested." But nobody said anything about Suzie from Red Lion, Pennsylvani a.
Mounty finally forced the issue. "Wat was that business about the lion?" he
asked wi th maxi mum i ndirection.

It was as he had feared: nobody el se had heard anything about a lion, or about
Suzi e.

It was sinmple logic, then. ESP is fraud. Hearing voices in your head is
insanity. Muntbatten Babbit, he told hinself, you are in need of psychiatric
hel p.

But a psychiatric record would be a handicap in the career he already had mapped
out for hinself.

Self-control, then, was the answer. Nobody really goes bananas, after all

except weakl i ngs.

A man |ike Muntbatten Babbit sinply would not go nad.

But Mount batten Babbit never did marry Suzie from Red Lion; there was a rather
nasty war concluded with the exclamation point of a rather nasty bonb and then
there was a nmarriage to a nore suitably upward-nobile partner and eventually
there was a title of Chief Engineer at Wishaupt Chemicals in Chicago. It was
1967 and he was no | onger a brash young at hei st-scientist but a niddl e-aged

sci enti st-busi nessman who knew enough to keep his nouth shut about controversia
i ssues and steadily feed a growi ng six-figure savings account. He had it nade.
If Cagliostro didn't keep getting in the newspapers for one shocking incident or
anot her, Babbit m ght even have been able to forget the whol e episode in which
he had thought he m ght be goi ng nad.

Then he crossed the boundary again.

A juvenil e delinquent named Franklin Del ano Roosevelt Stuart, fromthe bl ack
ghetto on the South Side, stole Muunty's car fromin front of the Babbit
residence in Rogers Park at precisely a nonment when Munty was | ooking out the
wi ndow. In his trained and nethodi cal way Muunty nenorized fifteen details about
the boy as he ran out the front door only to catch the briefest glinpse of the
car zoom ng away (at least six feet, blue sweater with turtleneck, Afro
hairstyle, very black skin, nose nore Caucasian than Negroid, drives well, face
nmore narrow than norm high forehead, no beard, slimbuild to judge from

shoul ders, ring on left hand with green stone, clenched-fist button on sweater,
earring in right ear, get nore, dam there he goes around the corner. . .).

At the trial Munty pronounced his positive identification in the same tones he
used specifying nmateriel orders at Wishaupt Chemicals. The jury brought in a
guilty verdict in five mnutes.

That was the second tine Munty went nad.

For as the boy was | ed away Mounty gl anced at himone nore tinme and saw a bl ue
hal o form around his head just like in Catholic art.

Two weeks later he was pronoted to Vice President of Wishaupt and began to see
hal os around randomindividuals in the street.

LED, LED, LED

If every case of aging can be corrected, we mght all be Methusel ahs, |iving
1,000 years or nore

-dr. robert prehoda, 1969

A Chi nese naned Wng Lee Chee was Cagliostro's closest friend in those early
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carnival days. Wng was the world' s great master of karate, kung fu, aikido, and
Conpr ehensi ve Advanced Machi sno, but a gentle soul when not pushed too hard. In
Bad Ass, Texas, he got pushed too hard by | ocal cops, who objected to his use of
the white toilet facilities at a gas station. They told him"A chink is just a
yel | owed- out ni gger," roughed himup, and accidentally knocked his right eye out
in their enthusiasm At that point Wng |lost his tenper and was subsequently
appr ehended and quickly tried and convicted for the nurder of four police

of ficers.

Judge Draconic V. Wasp pronounced sentence in this w se: "Young feller, you' ve
been tried and convicted and every man in this courtroomknows your guilt is as

black as hell. | have no regret in passing sentence in such a case. Soon, you
little bastard, it will be spring and the robin will sing again, the flowers
will bud, little children will laugh on their way to school-and you will hear

and know nothing of that, for you will be dead, dead, dead.

You chink bastard. Sheriff, take the yellow son-of-a-bitch out and hang him"
Wng Lee Chee received this with no show of enotion, but then he arose and
addressed the court in a steady and terrible voice. "As | rook upon the

whi skey-fogged faces of judge and July in the tlavesty of a civirized coult,” he
said, "I know furr werr that | was foorish to ever expect justice from such
degenel ates. You, Judge Wasp, speak of the sweet singing of lobins in the spling
and the broonming of the prants, but what can you know of the gleat Tao that
moves arr of us, you four-nouthed, cunt-ricking, donkey-fucking |ed-neck? You
desclibe the gentre voices of chirden, you glafting, thieving, nonkey-faced,
frat-nosed idiot offspring of a feebre-ninded goat by pul pl e-plicked baboon

What do you know of the innocence of rittle chirden? Wat do you know of

anyt hing but col luption and hi ghway Jobbery, you syph-spocked, clap-1idden,
anoeba- bl ai ned white |acist? You say that Wng Lee Chee sharr be hanged by the
neck until he is dead, dead, dead, but Wng Lee Chee says"-he paused
dramatically, swept the courtroomwi th a withering glance and concl uded-"you can
kiss my ass until it is led, led, led!"

It is said that nineteen peace officers were torn linb fromlinb in the course
of the hanging of Wng Lee Chee.

FRANK. But he was hanged anyway.

ERNEST: But they knew they had hanged a man.

FRANK: Li ke hell. They thought they'd just hanged a crazy gook

THE VALUE OF THE CONTENT

When a people begin to cut down their trees wi thout making any provision for
reforestation, you may be sure it is a sign of the beginning of their cultura
degener ati on.

-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe Werever You Go

In the weeks following the car theft in 1968, Munty Babbit's |uck at poker
becane so pronounced that he had to start |osing by deliberation on occasion to
avoi d the suspicion of cheating. Hal os were everywhere on earth; UFGCs everywhere
above.

I am a genuine mad scientist, Munty Babbit thought. Well, nobody is ever going
to know about it.

Then, a nmonth later, it all passed. He didn't know what cards the other poker

pl ayers had, and he wasn't seeing halos. He noved his family to Evanston,
settled into his new job as Vice President at Wi shaupt Chenicals, worked
actively for the N xon-Agnew campaign, and finally quit snoking.

The pickets outside the walls of Wishaupt Chemicals (which was now the nation's
second-| argest producer of napalm were the only harassnment in an ot herw se
perfectly satisfactory life.

The I nvasion (as he cane to call it) began in early 1969. He was driving hone
fromwork, cane off Lake Shore Drive onto Sheridan, crossed the Howard Street
border into Evanston, and noted a large billboard with an eye atop a pyranid. A
teaser canpai gn, he thought. The reverse side of the dollar bill. After a nonth
or so of naking people wonder, the advertisers would add their slogan. Probably
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anot her Friendly Loan Conpany.

The next norning he awoke in total horror. He recalled the synptons from sone of
t he psychol ogy books he had read back when he had feared for his sanity. The
Activation Syndrone: thirst, rapid heartbeat, dizzy wobbl es- the body preparing
for emergency. What energency? He couldn't renenber anything fromthe previous
eveni ng.

Besi de him Mary Lou snuggled closer. "My, you were passionate |ast night," she
murnured affectionately.

| drove hone. | nust have had dinner. And | nade | ove-better than usual, it
sounds like. And | can't renenber any of it.

M cro- amesi a.

Babbit kept a very close watch on hinself in the follow ng days. Not close
enough, evidently. At the end of the nonth he found anpng the cancel ed checks
returned by his bank one in the sumof $100 to the Chicago Peace Action
Commttee. This was the sentinmental old | adies who often appeared with the
raggedy students picketing Wi shaupt Chemicals. "EAT WHAT YOU KILL." "NO MORE
WAR. " "DRACULA LIVES ON BLOOD TOO. " "BLESSED ARE THE PEACEMAKERS." All those
silly sentimental signs.

He had not witten this check. And yet the signature was his.

Alone in his study with the bank book and checks, Muntbatten Babbit wept. He
knew horror.

Sone alien entity had taken over his mind and witten that check

My God, he thought, | am possessed.

PCOLI TICS OF THE | MPCOSSI BLE

The robot whose passport said "Frank Sullivan" |anded at Kennedy | nternationa

on Decenber 26, 1983, and brought $500,000 worth of hashi sh through custons

wi thout any trouble, since the custons officials had orders fromthe Cl A never
to interfere with him

"Sul livan" affixed his gas mask and hailed a cab, which took himto the Hote
Claridge on Forty-fourth Street.

In rapid succession, following a genetic script, he took a quick shower, shaved,
changed into his best suit, went out for a slow stroll on Forty-second Street,
and picked up a boy | oungi ng outside the Fascination pinball arcade.

They returned to "Sullivan's" roomand the boy there received a slurpingly
hedoni ¢ bl ow job, for which he was paid $25

The | ad was then covered with rapturous ki sses and conpelled (out of politeness)
to listen to an interm nabl e nonol ogue on the world's injustices to Ireland, the
villainy of England, and the perfidy of the Masonic Jews. Mire kisses followed,
the boy told a lugubrious story of poverty and | egal problens, "Sullivan"
coughed up $5 nore, and the transacti on was ended. "Sullivan" |ounged on the bed
for a while after the boy left, discovered that another $15 had di sappeared from
his wallet, cursed mldly, showered again, and set out on his night's business.
Anot her taxi delivered himto the Signifyin' Mpnkey, a nightclub on Lenox Avenue
in Harlem He checked his Luger before getting out of the cab and darting across
the sidewal k; he knew what was likely to happen to nel ani n-deficient persons on
that street at that hour.

The maitre d' recognized "Sullivan" and nade an al nost inperceptible novenent
with his head. "Sullivan" ascended the stairs in the back, knocked quickly three
times, then five tines, then three tines nore, and was adnmitted to the private
of fi ce of Hassan i Sabbah X

"Ah," said Hassan, "the goodi es from Afghani stan have arrived."

A sordid commercial transaction foll owed, distasteful to both parties-Hassan and
"Sul l'ivan" each regarded hinself as fundanmentally a phil osopher unwillingly
forced to grub and hustle in the jungle of conmerce. Nonethel ess, each bargai ned
professionally and they were both quite happy by the tine they canme to the
ritual of sharing one sanple of the nerchandise to seal their friendship anew.

"You know," Hassan said when they were both floating, "I don't really believe
you're | RA. "
"That's funny," said "Sullivan" with a hash giggle, "I don't believe you're
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really CIA either."

They both chortled happily, having their keys.

"Conplicated world," said Hassan

"Getting nore conplicated every day," pseudo-Sullivan agreed benignly.
"Coul d you place a Klee with a European coll ector?"

"A Paul Kl ee?" Sullivan had heard "clay" originally and wondered if he were
bei ng asked to peddl e pottery.

"An honest-to-Jesus Klee original. Fromhis nmescaline period, I would say."
"Hold on to it a day or two," Sullivan said grandly. "I'll have to nake a few
phone calls first." He was thinking that Hassan i Sabbah X wore the nost
brilliantly maroon ties he had ever seen. For that matter, the rug danced with

hues worthy of a sultan's harem Definitely superior-grade hash, he deci ded.

A door opened in the back of the office and another man stuck his head into the
room He was a black man, white-haired, gold spectacles, rather conservative
blue suit and vest: "Sullivan" automatically nmenorized his features and sent
them t hrough his conputer to recorders-and-identifi-cation

"Ch, pardon ne," the man said, backing out.

But Sullivan-who was not IRA at all, as Hassan surm sed, but was Cl A at |east
part-tine-had already come up with a "nake." The nan was George WAashi ngton
Carver Bridge, one of the top scientists on Project Cyclops in the seventi es.
Now what was a nman of that caliber doing skul king about the den of so |arge and
carnivorous a mamual as Hassan i Sabbah X?

"Who was that?" he asked idly.

"One of the boys," Hassan replied carelessly. "Just one of the boys."

But Sullivan went back to his hotel nmulling over the perversities and paradoxes
of the hashish state, and the ever-naddeni ng question "What is Reality?" for his
menory kept insisting that just before the door closed he had noted that the
esteened Dr. Bridge was carrying in his hand the anputated penis of a white man.

VE M GHT WAKE UP

We nustn't sleep a wink all night, or we mght wake up - changed.
-Invasi on of the Body Snatchers

After the day in 1968 when he found that he had witten a check to the Chicago
Peace Action Committee while in an altered state of consci ousness, Muntbatten
Babbit deci ded, once and for all, that he woul d see a psychiatrist.

But not right away. He would fight for self-control first.

He realized that his mental condition was highly illegal. ESP in 1941. Hal os and
ESP together, after that black kid stole his car. Now he was having bl ackouts in
whi ch he perfornmed abom nabl e acts that mght threaten his security clearance
and even his bank account. That was absolutely terrifying. Anything that
endanger ed the bank account must be a synptom of the npbst aggravated psychosis.
Yes: He would definitely absolutely irrevocably comit hinself to psychiatric
counsel i ng.

But not right away. He would fight for self-control first.

One night the Babbits had the Mions from across the street as guests for dinner
Mol |y Moon, as usual, got Mary Lou into a discussion of the occult. Al the
usual hocus-pocus and rubbi sh. She was especially keen on some Neon Bal Loon, a
Ti betan nonk who had all egedly transferred his consci ousness into the mnd of an
Engl i shman and was now witing books through the Englishman's nedi unmship.

"I't's just the beginning," Mlly enthused. "Qur materialismhas becone a threat
to the whole world. Sure, nmore and nore of the great Masters will be taking over
COcci dental bodies, to bring us their wisdomdirectly."

Mounty Babbit concentrated on discussing the financing of an antidrug panphl et
with Joe Moon, detective |lieutenant on the Evanston police. Even that was

di sconcerting. "It probably won't do any good," Joe said once, rather bitterly.
"The kids don't believe anything we tell them"™

The next step into psychosis was unexpected and oddly pleasurable. It occurred
in the lunchroom at Wi shaupt a few days |ater. Babbit was pouring sugar into
his coffee when he suddenly | ooked at the sugar dispenser. The sinplicity of the
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design, the one snall flap that opened to |let the sugar pour, abruptly delighted
him It was as if he had never seen it before.

After that he was noticing nore and nore things in that hei ghtened vision. One
day in the Loop he saw a nother whirl suddenly and slap a whining child. H's
heart | eapt with shock-and then he remenbered that this was an everyday
occurrence in Arerica. It was as if he had seen it fromthe perspective of sone
cul ture where whining and hitting were not normal comunication between parents
and chil dren.

He wanted less and |l ess neat in his diet; neat now appeared heavy and hard to

di gest.

The strangest and nost disturbing thing of all was the way Wi shaupt Chenicals
itself began to change. But everything was the sane; he was just seeing with
different eyes. The contrast between the executive offices and the workshops was
an overwhel m ng experience. Architecture, coloring, decoration, upkeep-every

ki nd of communi cati on except words thenselves said with total clarity "The
Masters" and "The Serfs." The typical primte pack hierarchy, unnoticed and
taken for granted before.

Strange visions canme to himwhenever his mind relaxed fromfinancial or
scientific problens. He would be in a burning jungle, running from helicopters
that caused the burning. O he would be in a tenple with the eye-on-the-pyramd
design practicing strange breathing exercises. Once he even had a nane- Fed

Ki ng-and he watched as one of his teachers burned hinself to death in protest
agai nst the war. He was Fed Xing seeing through the eyes of Muntbatten Babbit.
H s nonogany, which he usually succeeded in maintaining fifty-one weeks of the
year, was falling apart on him He worried that Mary Lou woul d be grow ng
suspi ci ous. Wonen turned himon constantly, incessantly, tor-mentingly, as in
early adol escence. Not all wonen-just white wonen. Fed Xing couldn't get enough
of them He couldn't even get enough of any one of them Even after an orgasm |
woul d want to start again, rubbing and caressing their noist pussies until they
cane a second tinme. This excited me so much that | would often go down and suck
theminto a third orgasm Then Fed Xing woul d ask themto suck himand drift off
into aeons of tension and pleasure, glinpsing the tenple of the
eye-on-the-pyram d, occasionally even com ng a second tine hinself, which hadn't
happened since he was in his early twenties.

The honosexual phase al nost drove ne to suicide. But ny ESP (I accepted it now,
knowing it was all hallucination of course, but following it blindly, being
dragged along by it) was both infallible and specific. Fed Xing picked only nen
of Babbit's own status and inportance; and he was never wong. Evidently, there
were nore closet cases in the world than even Kinsey had estinated.

I always took the nale role, conming in their nmouths, and woul d reciprocate by no
nmore than masturbating them Once, when the partner was not nerely an executive

but a Pentagon official, | started |laughing at his noment of ejaculation, |osing
all control, laughing |ouder and |ouder, revealing the psychosis and not caring.
That night | looked at the tree in his yard and knew it was an intelligent

being. Not with human intellect, not with the mind of a dog or a rat or a fish
even, but with its own life and indwelling consciousness. There was even a
scientist in New York neasuring the enotional reactions of plants w th pol ygraph
equi prent. And there it stood, a blue spruce, stranger in structure and nore
alien in intelligence than any creature in science fiction

How can we |ive anong so many wonders and not be overwhel ned by the sheer
mystery of existence? Mounty Babbit, former atheist, asked hinmsel f. Qur

know edge is so small, and our conceit is so great. .

Then he realized in horror that that was Fed Xing, the Buddhist, thinking.

PARTNERS

Man wi Il never be contented until he conquers death.
-dr. bernard strehler, 1977

When Murphy got into the car Mendoza asked, "Bad news?"
Murphy pulled out into the traffic, carefully.
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"I't nmust be bad," Mendoza said, |ooking at Murphy's face.

They drove. Murphy stared strai ght ahead.

"Man's your partner," Mendoza said. "He shouldn't hide things fromyou."
“Mal l oy," Murphy said, "I got to go see Marty Malloy. Only he's got a new bug up
his ass; he only talks to one cop at a tine."

"Shit on one at a tinme. You let himpull that, the next thing happens is he
thinks he runs the police force. Marty, a cheap hood |ike Marty, you never give
hi m an edge. On anything. You know that, Tom Let themget out of line and all

of a sudden you got another Jack Ruby. Guy |ike that gets an edge, he can't keep
his mouth shut, going around telling everybody about his friends the cops.
Dropping in to see you at hone, you know? When he takes his fall, half the force
falls with him"

"Your principal problem" Mirphy said, "is that you' re a dunb spic with a | oud
mouth. Me, | don't take shit fromany of them least of all froma Marty Mall oy.
But this is different."

"It sure is," Mendoza said. "I didn't know you so well, 1'd think you got a
guilty consci ence about sonething. Sone hood off the street, you can call hima
spi ¢ anytinme, but not ne. Just who the fuck you think you are?"

"Al'l right, that just slipped out. You don't have to eat my ass about it."

"Al'l right, shit. First you're keeping secrets, then |'ma spic, now|'mthe one
who' s being unreasonable. This is being partners? After ten years?"

Mur phy turned onto Van Ness. "Nobody's keeping secrets," he said. "It's just one
of those, what they call intangibles. Mlloy doesn't have as nuch balls as a
cockroach anynore. | nmean | know Mall oy. Pushing fifty, getting shaky, scared

shitless of nme for years now. He doesn't fancy-pants, not with nme, he doesn't.
He says he won't talk to anybody but me, that's the way | play it this tine

around. | keep telling you, | know Malloy."
They turned down Geary. "Okay," Mendoza said. "You know Malloy. He's got the
whol e solution to the Kennedy assassination, or something. But, |I don't know

what it is, sonething's cone over you this |ast week, Tom Clamup all you want.
A man can't be partners ten years w thout know ng."

"Joe," Murphy said, "it's just | didn't want to talk about it. Some things a nan
just keeps a tight nmouth about. It's my sister."

"Your sister?"

"The doctor thinks she's got cancer. You know a nan like ne, the wfe dead,
famly nmeans a lot. | been lighting candles for her at church."

"Tom" Mendoza said. "Jesus, Tom |'msorry. Your sister. Christ, what can

say?"

"It's okay, Joe. Partners, it's like being married in a way. | should have known
you' d realize sonething was up. A man like me, sonmething in the fanmly, he don't
like to talk about it."

"Christ. Yeah. Wich sister is that, the one in L.A or the one up in

Mendoci no?"

"Ch . . . the one in Mendocino. Irene."
"Look, she needs nore nobney and you can't raise it "
"Thanks, Joe. It's not nmoney, her husband is |oaded, but thanks. |'m gl ad

tal ked about it."
"That's what a partner is for."
Mur phy parked near the corner of Taylor. "You go down to Gulliver's, have a cup

of coffee,” he said. "I'Il join you after | get whatever it is Malloy is
selling."

"Partners," Mendoza sai d.

"Partners," Murphy replied warmy. They shook hands.

I NSI DE OUT

Anerica is a white man's heaven and a bl ack man's hel |.
-hassan i sabbah X

Hassan i Sabbah X gave up on hashish. He went to the safe and got out the LSD
Renmenbering . . .
Using the transitional concept that the lock is a hole in the door through which
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one can exert an effort for a topological transformation, one could turn the
roominto another topological formother than a closed box. The roomin effect
was turned inside out through the hole.

Renenbering a | ad of twel ve having |vanhoe ramed down his gullet by the Chicago
public school system and wal ki ng out the door at 3:05 P.M to ningle with the
junki es, whores, pinps, thieves, and assorted varieties of revolutionaries
(Black Panthers, Black P. Stone Rangers, acid-electrified Watherpeople) who
provi ded the real education in the Hyde Park nei ghborhood of the |ate 1960s.
Renmenbering the assassinations of Malcolmand of Martin Luther King. Renmenbering
the endl ess epic of Stackerlee and the fanous coupl et:

| got a tonbstone disposition and a graveyard m nd.

I"ma black notherfucker and | don't nind dyin'

Call this the first netaprogram It |ed Hassan (then called F.D.R Stuart) far
outside the ghetto into an entirely new and different world. It was easy. By
acting out the inperatives of the Stackerlee "black notherfucker" script, the
boy earned a termin the Audy Honme, an institution for the further training of
apprentice outlaws who slash tires on police cars, heave bricks through school
wi ndows, peddl e nerchandi se from stores without first purchasing them and
answer policenmen's questions with "Fuck you, ya honky not herfuck'n cocksucker."
F.D.R Stuart received the standard Audy Hone training, which consists of
sophi sti cated expert coaching in: (a) sodony; (b) sado-masochism and (c)
assorted crinmes nore lucrative than selling shoplifted merchandi se.

He was, after graduation, ready for postgraduate work at Springfield, once he
passed the admi ssions test, which consists of being captured by the police while
in the possession of sonething hot. He was in possession of a Ford Mistang
registered to a Muuntbatten Babbit of Ev-anston. Postgraduate work at
Springfield included a refresher course in sodonmy and S-M together with
advanced study in grand larceny; but by this time F.D.R Stuart had begun to
doubt that the Stackerlee netaprogram contained the whole answer to life's
problems. A fornmer Black Muslim now a Sufi, was his cell mate, and taught him
various things about the | ess-publicized qualities of the human nervous system
F.D.R Stuart spent many hours staring at one wall of his cell, gradually
creating a hole through which he could pass into another world. There was a
different kind of time over there, and eventually he discovered that angels and
fairies and elves and wi tches and Bodhi sattvas and conjurs and all sorts of
super human fol k coul d be contacted and persuaded to becone allies.

The Sufi cell mate, a heavy cat in nmore ways than F.D.R Stuart ever understood,
pretended to be uninpressed with this achievenent and | aid down sonme stern raps
about the perils of "Opening the Gate" without first "clarifying the soul." The
upshot of it was that young Stuart spent an hour a day menorizing a page in the
dictionary until he had a vocabul ary that would grace a Harvard graduate. Al as,
the Sufi was paroled around then and Stuart continued his explorations ungui ded.
In 1983, in Harlem New York, Hassan i Sabbah X was the Horsethief of a group
known as the Cult of the Black Mother. This was ostensibly devoted to the
worship of Kali, goddess of destruction (and rebirth); the police suspected, but
couldn't prove, that it was also a kingpin in international hashish smuggling.
The FBI, neanwhile, had their own suspicions; they believed it was a Bl ack

Revol utionary Arny disguised as a church. An Arny Intelligence agent of
appropriate Negritude and duplicity managed to gain adnission to one of the

| ower ranks but learned only that: (a) Horsethief was a termfor head honcho or
boss man borrowed fromthe gypsies; (b) the rituals were fairly close to those
of orthodox Hindu Kali worship, except for certain Masonic elenments; and (c)
every time a black FBI agent nanaged to infiltrate the Cult of the Bl ack Mt her,
he died very soon of a heart attack

The last fact was well known, and often discussed, at the Bureau. The word
witchcraft popped up at |east once in each of these conversations, and was

qui ckly laughed down, but each agent went away harboring his own very private
opi ni ons. Some of them even began attending the church of their choice even nore
often than was expected by the rather Puritan standards of the Bureau

The Cl A which actually enployed Hassan i Sabbah X as a spy on ghetto affairs,
was well aware that he planned to doubl e-cross themat the first opportunity,
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but that didn't worry them They had their own plans for him which were
expressed in their usual jolly euphem sm "term nation with maxi num prejudice,"”
a remark illustrated by a finger drawn across the throat to make the neaning
clear to neophytes. But that was only for the future, when he began to show
signs of shifting all egiance.

Now (it is the night of Decenber 23, 1983, again) while a mniature sled with
eight tiny reindeer was allegedly dodgi ng past comrercial airliners,

conmmuni cations satellites, flying saucers, and other technocraft in the skyways,
two human bei ngs of reprehensible character drove up to the Sutton Place digs of
Mary Margaret (Epicene) Wlde-blood in a truck hired from U Haul only a few
hours earlier. These were Edward J. Smth and Sanuel R Hall, and they had been
purged fromthe Black Panther Party a few nonths earlier because of their
fondness for the null-circuit neurol ogi cal programinduced by injecting

di acetyl nor phi ne (C21H23NGB) directly into their veins. This conmpound was known
as heroin to white people and caballo to Ed and Samis Puerto Ri can nei ghbors. Ed
and Samcalled it horse and mainlined it as often as they possibly could-"riding
the horse over the rainbow' was their expression for the null program and it
meant as nmuch to them as Samadhi to a Hindu or the Eucharist to a Catholic. In
fact, it allowed themto forget for a while that, to 90 percent of their fell ow
citizens, they were unm stakably identifiable as niggers, a species generally
regarded as twice as ugly and ten tines as dangerous as wild gorillas. It didn't
matter, to Sam and Ed, that the people who believed this also believed in the
exi stence of a gaseous vertebrate of astronomi cal heft named God, in the Virgin
Birth of U S. Senators, in the accuracy of TV news, and in premarital chastity
for wonen.

Sam and Ed al so believed in the existence of the gaseous vertebrate, the

i mmacul ate generation of senators, the pictures on the tube, and premarita
chastity for at |east some wonmen (their own sisters, wives, and daughters). They
al so believed that they were twice as ugly and ten tines as dangerous as wld
gorillas, but that they had a right to be that way. They called it Black Pride.
Once inside the WIdebl ood apartnment, Ed and Sam were as efficient as a pay- of
vacuum cl eaners. To say they took everything that wasn't nailed down is to
underestimate their rapacity. |If sonmething that | ooked val uable was nail ed down,
they enployed pliers and other tools. Wen they finally drove away the U Haul
truck was as stuffed with goodies as the mniature sled allegedly circling the
skies at that nonment. When Mary Margaret W/ debl ood returned fromher nonth in
Vernont, she was heard to conpare her condition to that of the Chinese farner in
The Good Earth after the | ocusts had passed.

Ed and Sam drove directly to the Sugar H Il apartnent of Hassan i Sabbah X,
which is not listed on the mail boxes and can only be reached through another
apartnent with the name LESTER MADDOX on it. Ed, who knew this scene better than
Sam knocked.

"White," said a nuffled voice fromi nside

"Man," Ed replied.

"Native," canme the voice again.

"Born," Ed conpleted the fornula.

The door opened, and they were ushered into the honme of a very respectable

Af ro- Met hodi st cl ergyman who had never been publicly connected in any way with
Hassan i Sabbah X

"What was that jive?" Sam denmanded.

"Password, " Ed explained briefly.

"Borrowed fromthe Ku Klux Klan," the clergyman added with sone glee. "He got

hi rsel f one weird sense of hunor, Brother Hassan." He ushered theminto the
kitchen, slid the refrigerator around easily on specially built ball rollers,
and t hey passed through to an apartnent that did not exist in anybody's records
anywher e.

The air was heavy with the snmell of Indian henp; an enornobus statue of Kali, the
Bl ack Mot her, dom nated the room A group of black nmen sat in a circle and Sam
recogni zed two snmall cigarettes circulating in opposite directions, which he
call ed cl ockwi se and countercl ockwi se, not knowi ng the technical nmmgical terns
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deosi| and wi ddershi ns.

"You will now ascend to the sixth plane, w thout nmy gui dance," said Hassan
Sabbah X to the circle. "I amreturning to the earth plane briefly. Aunmmm..."
"Aurmmm . .." came the blissful reply fromthe students.

Hassan | ed Sam and Ed to anot her room

"What's all that sixth-plane shit?" Sam whi spered to Ed.

"Astral projection," was the brief reply.

Hassan seated hinself at his desk and smiled genially. "Been out celebrating the
Lord' s birthday?" he asked pleasantly. "Expropriating the expropriators?"

"W got a fuckin' truckl oad downstairs," Ed replied

"Mmm i " Hassan said. "A nerry Yul etide indeed. O ass nerchandise from
Honkyvill e, or were you ripping off our brothers and sisters agai n?"

"Class," Sam said enmphatically.

"And a truckload." Hassan smled dreamily. "Wy, brothers, if |I'mas generous as
my reputation, you likely to end up owni ng nore horse than the Kentucky Derby!"
He pressed a button and another black man entered the room This was Robert
Pearson by birth, Robert Pearson, Ph.D., according to the anthropol ogy
departnent at U C -Berkeley, El Hajj Stackerlee Mohammed during a mlitant
period in the sixties, Cark Kent (with his Supernen) during his conmercial rock
musi ¢ years, and now Robert Pearson again. "Acconpany these cats to our

war ehouse and e-val uate the cash value of their nerchandi se,” Hassan instructed.
Anot her trip brought Ed and Sam with Pearson, to a building on Canal Street
bearing the | egend BHAVANI | MPORTS. Here the truck was unl oaded, catal oged and
pri ced.

"A genuine Klee or I'ma brass nonkey,
bread as well as taste."

"Now, what's this shit?" he said later, scrutinizing a saccharine rendition of
two naked boys preparing to dive into a swimmng hole, franed by a gingerbread
copper-plated oval. "Ch, well, we can sell it as canp."

H s sharpest reaction cane when he confronted the redwood pl aque bearing the

i thyphal i c ei dol on.

"Jesus H Christ on a unicycle," he breathed.

Sam and Ed exchanged gl ances. "W can't figure that one out, either," Sam
ventured. "Beats the hell out of our ass."

"Looks like sone bozo's joint," Ed suggested hel pfully.

Pear son put out an exploratory hand. "Feels |ike sonme bozo's joint,'
"Sure as shit ain't plastic." He

shook his head wearily. "Wat | want to know is what kind of bozo would do this
to his joint?"

Sam and Ed shrugged. "He was a white bozo," Sam contributed finally.

"l can see that," Pearson said. "A crazy white bozo," He rolled his eyes
heavenward. "Lawd, Lawd," he said in down-hone accents, "the things that white
folks do, it's just too nuch for this sinple cullud boy." "Skin!" cried Sam
"Skin," Pearson agreed. They sl apped palns. And there the nystery rested unti
Hassan i Sabbah X arrived personally to inspect the new inports a few days

| at er.

"Namu Ami da Butsu," he said, peering closely. "Shee-it."

"Where do you think we can sell it?" Pearson asked dubi ously.

"That | do not know, " Hassan i Sabbah X pronounced slowy. "But when we do find
a buyer, the price will make your head swim This is a one-of-a-kind item"
Things were comng to a head. The key was no key. Hassan had other things on his
m nd that weekend; he was well aware that "Frank Sullivan" (probably, in his
estimation, a double agent for both Washi ngton and Peking) had recogni zed
"Washy" Bridge and that opened a very wiggly can of worms, indeed. Ever since
Washy had told himabout Project Pan, in fact, Hassan had felt increasingly like
the Sorcerer's Apprentice in the legend. Aline froman H P. Lovecraft story
cane back to his consciousness over and over again: "Do not, | beseech you, cal
up any that you cannot put down." Like many another occultist before him Hassan
i Sabbah X now wi shed he had taken that warning a bit nore seriously a bit
sooner .

Even before he | eft Bhavani Inports he was startled by an incident that seened a

Pearson said once. "Your uh client has

he anmended
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definite Santaria synchronesh. "Hey, listen, man," an art appraiser cried,
catching his sleeve, "I've just heard the greatest linerick. Listen, just
listen: 'A habit obscene and unsavory-' " He broke down, | aughing, caught

hi nsel f, and repeated urgently, "Listen." He tried again:
"A habit obscene and unsavory

Hol ds the Bi shop of Boston in slavery.

"M dst hootings and how s-"

He broke down again, then went on

" "M dst hootings and how s

He defl owers young ow s,

Wi ch he keeps in an underground aviary!"

Hassan | ooked at himw th paranoid suspicion. "Very funny," he said, unsmling,
and hastened out to his |inousine.

"Back uptown?" the chauffeur asked.

"Broad Street," Hassan said, giving an address. He was in mld first-circuit
anxiety all the way to his destination.

He renenbered his first conversation with Washy Bridge. "How many?" he had
asked, not in shock or in ; outrage but in sinple unbelief, inability to
believe. They are our creation: we are their creation

"Fifty-seven of us." The scientist was perspiring with anxiety, now that the
secret was finally out, the reason he had fled Project Pan

"Fifty-seven," Hassan said hollowy. Heinz 57 Varieties, he renmenbered absently
fromthe advertisenents. "And all of themwith Ph.D.'s and MD.'s and nore

di pl omas than a dog has fleas ..."

"You've got to realize it works," Washy said then. "You just can't understand if
you don't keep that in mnd. It works."

"And two hundred to three hundred years in jail for each of you if it ever gets
out," Hassan added harshly. "You just better keep that in mind too."

"That's why |I'mhere," the scientist said.

Hassan had paced the roombriefly. "Weels within wheels," he said once. "Weels
within wheels within wheels.” Once he grinned. "At least | know why the

Ci ncinnati cocaine market is thriving," he said with a | ewd chuckl e.
"Cincinnati," he repeated, shaking his head. "Wat do they call it again?"

"Kni ghts of Christianity United in Faith."

A habit obscene and unsavory, Hassan renenbered suddenly, jostled back into
present tinme. He had arrived at his destination

The man to whom he spoke then was a stockbroker according to public know edge
but pursued certain other careers in a private and cl andesti ne manner.

"Frank Sullivan,' " Hassan said. "I want to know everything about him

Everyt hing."

The part-tine stockbroker turned ashy-white. He got up, glared suspiciously at a
wi ndow washer outside his office, and wal ked over to check that the w ndow was
closed all the way.

"I nmpossible," he said then, in a near whisper. "If | told you the one nost
anmusi ng and interesting fact about him |'d be dead tonorrow "

"That hot?" Hassan asked.

The man | eaned back in his chair and gazed absently toward the ceiling. He
recited sone nanes, beginning with Jack Ruby of Dallas and ending with a senator
whose private plane had crashed just the week before, on Christmas Eve. "Those
are just a few," he ended, "who happened to find out too much about Frank

Sul l'ivan."

Hassan spoke only once during the drive back to Harlem

"Secrecy!" he said with a profound gri nace.

The chauf feur | ooked back nervously. He had never heard so much obscene enphasis
in a single word.

GV\B- 666
He knows when you are sl eeping

He knows when you're awake
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Wthin three days the storm had beconme a blizzard in npst of the Northeast and
Roy Ubu was feeling snowed under in every sense of the phrase, driving with
extreme caution, thinking that the new Head of Programm ng for the Beast,
what zi sname, Mon, really seened to take some kind of fiendish pleasure in
produci ng reanms and reans of records to prove that the records were al

def ecti ve. .

The snow whi pped Ubu again as he parked and skittered into GAB to find Mon once
again cheerfully perusing printouts that denonstrated, for the thirty-third
time, that every single one of the mssing scientists had sinply stopped | eaving
ink or nagnetic tape traces sonetime between sumrer '81 and spring '82. Which
was i npossible in the age of bureaucracy: It was |like an animal not |eaving
footprints on a wet beach.

"But the Beast is supposed to know, " Ubu had protested once.

"GN\B- 666 knows everything that has been recorded,” Mon said patiently. "It does
not know what has never been recorded. You can't see behind your head; GAB-666
can't scan what was never recorded anywhere."

"But dammit nobody can do anything in this country danmmt without naking a
record. "

"Nobody but these 132 very elusive nen and wonen,"” Moon replied placidly. "If
you'll notice, | marked the bios where it deals with experience in programi ng.
Seventy-ei ght out of the 132 have such experience. They obviously |earned a
great deal about Erase and Cancel codes. "

Roy Ubu made a despairing gesture. "How many bits can this thing access?" he
asked wearily.

"Over one hundred twenty billion bytes," Sinbn said. "Nearly a trillion bits.
There's never been an information systemlike this in all history," he added
with some pride

"But it has ammesia where these scientists are concerned,” Ubu said bitterly.
The robot whose passport said "Frank Sullivan" was in Washi ngton that weekend
and reported to a high official in Naval Intelligence, who suspected hi m of
bei ng a double agent infiltrating themfor Air Force Intelligence.

After the usual sordid business was disposed of, "Sullivan" asked casually if
N. 1. had any interest in Hassan i Sabbah X

"Good Lord and Aunt Agnes, no!" said the official enphatically. "Congress will
have our ass if we get into anything donestic." Then he asked, el aborately

di sinterested, "What did you happen to pick up?"

"Well, if there's no real interest " Pseudo-Sul I i van gazed off into space
absent|y.

There was a short silence.

"If it's sonething big ..." the official said finally.

"Sul l'ivan" held out his hand. Another commrercial transaction took place.

"I't's about a government scientist naned George Washington Bridge ..."
pseudo- Sul I i van began. . . .

"M ska-what ?" Roy Ubu demanded.

"M skatonic," Special Agent Tobias Knight repeated. "Here's their catal og." He
hel d up a bookl et bl azoned with a Gothic sketch of book, candle, inverse

pent agram and the notto:

M SKATONI C UNI VERSI TY

founded 1692

EX | GNORANTI A AD SAPI ENTAM

EX LUCE AD TENEBRAS

"Where the hell is that?" Ubu asked.

"New Engl and, somewhere in Massachusetts . . . ah, here it is, Arkham
Massachusetts. "

"And how many of the 132 were students there?" Ubu was hot on the scent.

"Si xty-seven of them" Knight said triunphantly. "All in the classes of' 66
through '69. ..."

"By God, it's alive one," Ubu cried. "Two or three m ght be happenstance, even
ten m ght be coincidence, but Junpin' Jesus sixtyfucki nseven nmeans somet hi ng.
Let's look into this Mskatonic U and find out what was goi ng on back there in
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'66 to '69, besides dope."
‘cause Santa Claus is comng
to t ooooooown!

QORI LLA THEATER

Mounty Babbit took a walk in Lincoln Park one day in 1969, trying to relax and
calmhis mnd. Every tree spoke to him the lions |ooked at himas a brother;
the nervous armadill o pacing its cage stopped to stare at him and he received
clearly the nessage, "How did we get trapped in these ridicul ous bodi es?"

"W need bodies,” Fed Xing replied, "just as we need mnds, to function in this
t hree-di nensi onal conti nuum Surely you renenber that we are actually

n- di mensi onal ?"

"Ch, yes," the armadillo signaled, "how could | have forgotten?”

Socrates had his daenon, Munty thought in despair; Jesus had the Father in
Heaven; Elwood P. Dowd had his giant white rabbit, Harvey; but why do | have to
have a crazy Vi et namese Buddhi st ?

"You make the napalm" Fed Xing told him

Thoroughly agitated, Babbit wandered into the primate house, not noticing the
sign which said "CLOSED TODAY." There he saw two grimfaced men, in green
uniforms, and a gorilla, in a blue uniform going through a nmost remarkabl e
pant om ne. One of the men would raise a sign saying "WE DEMAND JUSTI CE" and the
gorilla would then spray himwith a can of shaving cream the other man woul d
then feed the gorilla.

Operant conditioning. But what the hel

Even Fed Xing was confused by that one.

WHERE THE FUCK?

The ni ght wat chman at Bhavani |Inports, a Puerto Rican poet and Santaria initiate
naned Hugo de Naranja, was reading a novel called Illum natus! when the
mysterious incident occurred. Hugo was so absorbed in the book, which he

consi dered the greatest novel since Don Quixote, that he didn't notice the
strange sound at first. Gadually the sound s persistence invaded his

consci ousness, dragged himout of the npbst aesthetically exquisite blowjob in
all nodern fiction, jerked himinto an alert awareness that out there in the
darkness there was somet hi ng odd goi ng on.

Rats, he thought.

No, the quick trot of rat paws was different.

A thief with soft slippers, or in his stockings

Not that, either.

Hugo put down his book and picked up flashlight in |left hand groping

ri ght-handedly and then finding pistol in holster. Something was going on in the
vast darkness of the warehouse and he had to go and look for it and do somnething
about it. He wi shed he hadn't read so nmany Wonen's Lib diatribes agai nst

machi smo and Papa Hem ngway. He wi shed he could still believe in the macho

val ues. He wi shed he had nore cojones or another job.

Then he wal ked out of his cubbyhole office, flashing the Iight ahead of him and
quoted to hinself fromhis favorite phil osopher. "The ordi nary man has probl ens.
The warrior only has challenges.” Then he saw the intruder.

Acat. It was only a cat, held for one nmonment in his |ightbeam then skittering
away into deeper darkness as the light raced after it. Then it was caught again,
hi gher up, standing for Christ's sake on the ghastly anputated penis plaque, its
gol den eyes glittering half-whitely in the flashed Iightray. A cat standing on a
peni s, sonething right out of Surrealismor Dada.

"Scat!" Hugo shouted, really anused now. "Rrrow Scat! Beat it!"

Then the cat |eapt and Hugo's flash leapt after it junping to the floor, where
it would, should, must, didn't Iand. The |ight moved back quickly, swept severa
arcs, while Hugo was beginning to think: Christ, it didn't nmake any sound when
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it landed, not even a muffled cat thud. And his beam swept back and forth again
in searching arcs, as the words forned "it disappeared in mdair," were rejected
(it couldn't) and the beamrested for a nminute on the challengingly erect Penis
Wthout a Man (what hijo de puta would do a thing |ike that?) and the question
burst fromhis lips, aloud, the nightwatchman's vice of talking to hinself,

whi ch he had al ways resisted before:

"Where did it the fuck junp to? Wiere the fuck?"

THE DI SPOSSESSED

Mounty Babbit never did learn to live with Fed Xing. In fact, he eventually had
a full-scale psychotic breakdown. O course, because of his wealth, the doctors
always referred to it as a catathynmic crisis.

The breakdown occurred at a dinner party, worse |uck

The Moons were guests again, and this tine they had their nephew, Sinon-a

bear ded young mat hermati ci an whose fat her had been the bl ack sheep of the Moon
famly, a Whbbly agitator. Sinon hinself had been arrested during the Denocratic
Convention riots the previous year but got off on probation

Everyt hi ng went pl easantly enough until Mlly Mon got on her obsession about
Oriental Masters invading Western bodies to pass on their transcendenta
mysticism

Joe Moon nust have noticed the | ook on Munty's face because he said, "Mlly,
remenber our host is a scientist."

"And a Taurus," MIlly said quickly. "I know how hard it is for himto accept
spiritual truths."
"He doesn't bore you with the latest chenical shop-talk," Joe said gently. "I'm

sure you don't have to bore himwith all this astrology or whatever it is."
"It's not astrology. It's astral projection."”

"I't sounds half-astral to ne," Joe said, |aughing as loud as he could, trying to
get themall laughing and turn the topic into a joke.

Young Sinon, however, had ideas of his own. "Aunt MIlly mght be right," he said
thoughtfully. "The Ei nstein-Rosen-Podol sky paradox does | ead to sone freaky
possibilities. But why assune only the high adepts are coning? Every prinitive
group in the world has sone kind of magical tradition. And they've tried
everything el se to get out fromunder white dom nation."

"Now don't start with your radicalism..." Joe warned.

"I"'mnot talking politics," Sinon said innocently. "Everywhere in the world
there are people who' d like to change places with us. Live in our rich hones.

Eat our extravagant diet. Drive our cars. W know a | ot about the
space-tinme-matter continuum but we're nore ignorant than Asia or Africa about
space-time-mnd conti nuum How about the Native Americans, for that matter?

Wul dn't their magicians |ove to take over sone white bodies for a while? Is
that why so many young people are wearing |Indi an headbands, taking |ndian drugs

i ke peyote, noving out of the cities into the woods. . . ? Ever have your car
stolen by a black kid from Chicago's ghetto? Wuldn't they Iike to steal your
body too?"

"That's nonsense," Mlly Mon said angrily. "All those backward people you're
tal ki ng about couldn't learn the higher spiritual arts. "

"Mounty, you're a scientist,"” Joe Mon said inploringly. "Tell Sinon what's
wong with his theory."

"Anybody can spin theories," Babbit said carefully. "Science is a matter of
proof. You can nmake up a nillion and one theories, Sinon, but if you go to work
for a corporation you'll have to produce theories that engi neers can use. The
one theory' out of a mllion that can be proven. Everything else is just idle
specul ation."

"Exactly." Joe Moon beaned, delighted. "Let the coons earn the right to live in

Evanston, | say."
"Well, this theory could be checked out," Sinmon went on guilelessly; but Babbit
knew he was baiting everybody. "If such an uh invasion were occurring, it would

be ainmed at people with inportant positions. Business executives. Governnent
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of ficials. The people who control the nedia. Check themout and see if they're
all growing a little bit weird lately. ..."

The hel i copter descended and the earth turned to flanme. My daughter ran toward
me, burning, screaming. Wiy was it an American flag on the helicopter instead of
a swasti ka? Was it Galley or Ei chmann who was |l ooking at me with inploring eyes
beggi ng nmy understandi ng and forgi veness?

Day after day the napalmfell fromthe skies. Day after day children died
screamng at 1,000° Centigrade. Mnth after nonth, year after year, the fire
continued to consune the world, Fed King's world. He sat in the lotus, his
shakti mounted on his penis, their eyes |ocked, until the neurol ogical synergy
occurred: They were One. And then the Gthers were there, too, all the mnds of
space-time who turned on the neuroatomic circuit, the beetle intellects of

Bet el geuse, Ni chol as and Perenella Flanel, Bruno and Elizabeth, Cagliostro, and,
as the tine warp opened, gal axy after galaxy joined in, the Starnaker appeared
dimMy, and the first junp was possi bl e.

He was a flower on a rose bush in England and a poet was staring at himas he
stared back at the poet: "The roses have the | ook of flowers that are | ooked at"
energed fromthat nonent.

SHe was a nicrobe flailing tentatively in a soupy ocean

He was a Terran archivist |ooking back at the decline and fall of the Anmerican
Enpi re.

SHe was Mount batten Babbit in Evanston, I|llinois-a good one, grab quick, this
was one of the nurderers, hold on-

Mount batten Babbit, Ph.D., becane aware that everybody at the table was staring
at him Then he realized that he was sobbing. "Ch, God," he said, a mnd at the
end of its tether. "Ch, God, God, God ..."

It was explained as a breakdown due to overwork. There was no psychiatrist;
anbition forbade the risk, so a clinical psychol ogist of Behaviorist orientation
was found, on the faculty of Northwestern University, and the visits were |listed
as consultation in social psychology for business nmanagenent.

Mounty and the psychol ogi st defined Fed Xing as a hall ucination caused by the
negative conditioning of the pacifist pickets surroundi ng Wi shaupt Chem cals. A
met hod of deconditioning was worked out, using hypnosis and aversion therapy
against all nmanifestations of the Fed Xi ng persona. The aversive stimulus was
aponor phi ne, a non-addi cti ng norphi ne derivative that provokes vomiting and
sensations of death. At first Fed Xing would speak directly at these nonents,
beggi ng and pl eading, "Don't send nme back to the flames. ..." Later he becane
defiant. "We'll be back, millions of us, fromall over the Third Wrld. Living
in your fat white bodi es. Running your corporations and bureaucracies. Al
through the seventies and eighties. W'll be back." As the theory of aversion
therapy predicts, Fed Xing was finally extinguished.

Saf el y established beyond freedom and dignity, Munty Babbit becane the idea
conditioned subject. In 1982 he resigned his position as President of Wi shaupt
Chemnical s to becone Special Scientific Advisor to the Wite House.

ANOTHER El GENSTATE
That which is forbidden is not allowed.
-john lilly, The Center of the Cyclone

O how noney nmakes me hum O how noney nmakes nme hum O how noney nakes ne hum
Benny Benedi ct was working on his mantra, and didn't realize that he had
wandered quite a bit fromthe Sanskrit original

O how noney nmakes me hum O how noney nakes nme hum O how noney nakes nme hum t he
pur pose of suffering is to make us ask the inportant questions what a guy a
stage magi ci an he said O how noney nmakes nme hum O how noney nakes ne hum

He had reached the corner of Lexington and Twenty-third Street.

Pabl o Gonez stepped out of a doorway and hit Benny from behind, hard, with a

| ead pi pe.

Oh nommi e take ne hone Ch nonmie take ne hone . . . Benny exploded into the
white |ight.

Fortunately the last remaining citizen of Manhattan with a sense of civic duty,
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one Janes Mortinmer, cane around the corner at just that nonent. Janes Mortimer
carried a police whistle at all tines, since he knew he was living in a
still-violent society. He blew several blasts, loud and shrill. Pablo Gonmez fled
wi t hout getting any noney, and an anbul ance arrived in time to rush Benny to the
hospital and save his life.

THE ROOMS WERE TURNED | NSI DE OUT

The "nervous breakdown" (as it was called) of Hassan i Sabbah X did not attract
much attention; the Cult of the Black Mther had never been as well publicized
as the Nation of Islamor the Black Panthers. The New York News-Ti nes- Post
actually referred to Hassan as a "well-known nightclub owner in Harlem" in
their very brief story, and their reporter hadn't even investigated far enough
to learn that Hassan was also the head of a cult with nore nmenbers than the

M ssouri Synod Lutherans. But, then, the Cult of the Black Mther had never been
publicity-nmi nded; even The Ansterdam News, unaware of its menbership, described
it as "a small church.”

Hassan had been delivered to Bellevue in a state of raving nania, under physica
restraint by two of his forner aides. The psychiatrists quickly pronounced him
"paranoi d schi zophreni c" and prescribed the heaviest tranquilizer then

avail abl e, which in fact kept himfairly drowsy even when he wasn't comnatose.
Nonet hel ess, when able to sunmon the energy to rise out of his lethargy and tal k
agai n, he would nonotonously repeat to any other innmate or orderly who cane
near, "Look, | don't belong here. Something terrible has happened. I'mreally
the President of this fucking country ..." and so on, with endl ess el aborations
and details.

"A deeply defended psychosi s,
el ectroshock treatnents.
Whenever the flipped-out black canme out of his daze, however, he would begin the
same schizzy ranting all over: "Hey, listen, I'"'mthe President of this fucking
country. "

The el ectroshock was stepped up. Hassan retreated into a permanent daze and
ceased to annoy anybody. By this tine his brain had been fried to the

consi stency of a Wiite Tower scranbl ed egg and his inpressions of the externa

the psychiatrists decided, and began a course of

world were nostly olfactory and aural, |ike those of a subnormal toy poodle; he
no | onger argued about anything, since he no |onger understood such abstract
concepts as ego persistence or identity. The psychiatrists were satisfied: "If

you can't cure a nut," their tacit motto was, "at |east you can keep himfrom
runni ng around the ward annoyi hg people."

Two FBI agents | ater discussed the nmatter privately.

"You think CIA did it?" asked the first, Tobias Knight.

"You figure he'd been working for then?" the other, Roy Ubu, asked in return. "I
al ways had that notion myself. But why would they fuck his head |ike that, when
God only knows what he might spill to sonebody who' d get rel eased fromthe

nut house and repeat it to a reporter? Nah, Cl A doesn't work that way. They'd
just-" He drew a finger across his throat.

"l don't believe in coincidences," Knight said stubbornly. "Sonmebody got to
him™"

"Sonet hing," Ubu corrected with a sinister intonation. "You know as well as | do
what he was. A witch."

"Voodooi st," Kni ght corrected.

"\What ever. Everybody we ever sent in died of a heart attack, right?" Ubu | ooked
over his shoulder. "Oficially, the Bureau doesn't believe in witches. But |'ll
tell you what happened to M. Hassan i Sabbah X in my opinion. He called up
sonet hing that he couldn't put down."

THE LOCK IS A HOLE

Dr. Francis Dashwood-neat, clean, rich, and not yet forty-drove into the grounds
of the Orgasm Research Foundation on Van Ness in San Francisco at precisely 8:57
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in the norning. He checked his wistwatch again after he parked his sleek MG
in the executive parking lot. It was 8:58. Excellent. A quick trot and he was at
his desk before the office clock reached nine. Once again he had denonstrated
the punctuality (anal-retentive personality, silly prescientific Freudians
called it) which had contributed so nuch to raising himto his present high
position in the nmedical research bureaucracy of the United States.

Frank Dashwood, MD., L.L.D., Ph.D., at the age of only thirty-eight, headed the
nmost heavily funded and hotly debated institution in the world: Orgasm Resear ch,
a multimllion-dollar project dedicated to filling in the psychol ogi ca

i ntangi bles | eft out of the pioneering research of Masters and Johnson two
decades earlier. Since these psychol ogical intangibles were-as Dr. Dashwood
sonmetines wittily remarked-"both psychol ogi cal and intangible," there was no end
to the research. Meanwhile, the funding noney came rolling in.

Frank was, according to a survey by a managenent anal yst, one of the seventeen
men in the United States who was totally happy with his job.

O her researchers sonetines expressed envy of this fact. "Wat red-bl ooded nan,"
one of them had once asked with sone warnth, "wouldn't be happy supervising

ot her people's orgasns and pulling down a swift sixty grand a year for it?"

This was sonewhat unfair to a dedicated scientist. Dr. Dashwood was truly

fasci nated by orgasns-as Edi son was by electricity-and had an i nexhaustible
curiosity about every possible factor involved in every possible twitch, itch,
nmoan, gi bber, gasp, sob, shudder, or how connected with that dramatic

bi ol ogi cal trenmor. Even nore, however, he was mesnerized by |ines, curves,

aver ages, graphs, and every aspect of mathenmatics that could be clearly
visual i zed. The world, for him was not nmade up of "things," crude Di sneyl and
ani mati ons projected by our |ower nervous circuits, but of energy neshes. Wth
no know edge of Zen Buddhism he intuitively shared Sixth Patriarch Hui Neng's
vision that "fromthe beginning there has never been a thing." Dr. Dashwood
lived in a universe of transactions that could be witten as equations and
traced on graph paper

Above his desk was a notto suggested ironically 'by a skeptical friend. Dr.
Dashwood saw not hing funny about it and adopted it as his own banner

SCI ENCE, PURE SCI ENCE, AND DAMNED BE HE

WHO FI RST CRI ES "HOLD, TOO MJCH! "

As he settled hinmself at his desk he observed that Ms. Karrige, his secretary,
had al ready poured his coffee for him Fine: The girl (fenperson, he corrected)
was really getting broken to the harness. He whipped out his thernoneter and
measured the black liquid in the cup: 98.4 degrees. Excellent: She was |earning
to neet his exacting demands

Dr. Dashwood coul d not abi de inexactitude or slovenliness in any human activity.
"A thing worth doing," he would explain to his subordinates, "is worth doing
right." He said this often, and malicious nenbers of the staff said it even nore
of ten, when he was out of earshot, with a tone and a facial expression that were
caricatures of his own.

Wth a smle on his lips and a glint in his eye, Frank Dashwood buzzed M
Karrige. "What's first for today?" he asked cheerfully.

The Jabberwock was growi ng: The key was no key.

FUNNY VALENTI NE

Megal i thic monunents were certainly not places of worship but places of refuge
for people fleeing the advance of nud.

-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe Wherever You Go

Wil e Dr. Dashwood was pressing his buzzer in San Franci sco, Starhawk was
carefully screwing two nountain clinber's hooks into a hill across the bay in
Qakl and. The first rope was wapped around his wai st outside the trousers, ran
through a pulley, and cane back to his hand. The second rope circled his chest,
ran through the second pulley, and was secured to a tree. He began | owering

hi nsel f down t hrough t he redwoods.

At first there was no visibility at ground | evel, but as he descended the roof
of Murphy's house a bit of yard cane into view. None of the neighboring houses
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was visible at all.

Approachi ng Murphy's roof, Starhawk sl owed and then stopped his descent. In

m dair he turned, every nuscle straining, and continued his descent headfirst,
legs tightly together, the style of a professional highdiver. A snmall film of
perspiration formed around his lips. He was totally silent.

Twi ce, redwood branches al nost tangled his ropes. He rermained totally silent
whi | e di sengagi ng.

Finally, he gripped the roof edge with his left hand, let out nore slack with
his right, and | owered himself until he was | ooking in the corner of a w ndow
upsi de down. It was the bedroom Mirphy wasn't there. The bed was unnade.
Starhawk rai sed hinsel f, swng, and descended again to i nspect another w ndow.
The living room Mirphy was sitting in a red plush chair, his face
expressionless. He was listening to nmusic on the stereo. A shotgun |eaned

agai nst the wall behind him

Very slowy, Starhawk raised hinself again and swung to the next wi ndow. In five
m nutes, totally silent, he was sure that there was nobody in any of the other

r oons.

He slowy raised hinmself again and found a perch in a redwod that comranded a
view of the front yard and doorway. He waited.

The nusic fromthe stereo drifted up to him Peggy Lee was singing "My Funny

Val entine."

After waiting forty-five minutes, Starhawk descended agai n. Murphy was no | onger
in the living room The shotgun was nissing al so.

"The fuck?" Starhawk muttered.

He swung carefully over to the bedroom w ndow. The shotgun rested agai nst the
wal | beside the closet.

Mur phy canme out of the closet and picked up the shotgun again. Careful man, that
Mur phy; never go anywhere wi thout your shotgun when you're hol di ng maybe hal f a
mllion in hot snow.

Mur phy | ooked quite happy now. He | ooked |ike the happiest man Starhawk had ever
seen.

Starhawk returned to his perch in the redwood tree. Mirphy had obviously taken a
snort of the coke and was probably feeling |ike Luke Skywal ker headi ng for the
Death Star. Starhawk waited silently. It was good to know where the cocai ne was.
A few ninutes later a squirrel cane along an overhead branch and al nost wal ked
over Starhawk's rope. He stopped, frozen: unable to believe that a hunan bei ng
was way up here in the tree.

Starhawk and the squirrel stared at each other, both imobile. Then the squirre
ran.

Starhawk sniled. He went on waiting, quietly.

FI RST MAMVAL- ROBOT DYAD

Dr. Dashwood buzzed Ms. Karrige. "What's first for today?" he asked cheerfully,
eager to plunge directly back into the thick of things, as was typical of himon
Monday nor ni ngs.

"The uh col ored gentl enan from New York," cane the tinny voice on the intercom
"Send himright in!'" Frank said eagerly.

Robert Pearson was dressed in his "dealing with the straight establishnent”

cl ot hes, which nmeant that he | ooked |like the black equivalent of a Mafia don
moving in on a legit corporation. You had to look twice to realize that he was
too resplendent to appear really conservative.

"You really have the um nerchandi se?" Dr. Dashwood asked

"I wouldn't waste your tinme otherw se," Pearson said carefully.

"And it's not flaccid? | can get themin flaccid state' from Johns Hopkins's
sex-change departnent, by the gross. This nust be totally erect, and | can't

i magi ne how you nanaged t hat. "

Pear son renoved a package fromhis briefcase. "See for yourself," he said.

Dr. Dashwood spent several minutes exam ning the ghoulish trophy. Pearson sat
back and lit up a black Sher-man cigarette. He was wondering just how surprised
Dashwood woul d be if he nmentioned his own |ong-ago Ph.D. or his career as |ead
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guitarist with Clark Kent and his Supernmen. He was just another black gangster
as far as Dashwood knew or cared.

"It's real," Dr. Dashwood said finally. "A beautiful specinen," he added with
total scientific detachment. Then he | ooked directly at Pearson with unblinking
curiosity. "You either have a friend with a truly desperate need for nobney or an
eneny who now knows what it means to rouse your anger," he comented nmildly.
The haggling over noney began at that point. Pearson |eft on the noon flight to
New York, bearing $10,000, which later found its way to Afghani stan and cane
back in the formof bricks of pure hashi sh.

Dr. Dashwood, neanwhile, was in mo.q.-the multiple-orgasm quotient

| abor at ory-nmaki ng certain technical adjustnments on the ACE equi pnent. ACE-for
artificial coital equipnment-had been devised by the Masters-Johnson team and
allowed a plastic imtation penis, containing nicrophotographic devices, to
stimul ate the inside of a vagi na while obtaining clear photographic evidence of
the actual physiol ogi cal changes occurring therein. Orgasm Research had used the
sane nodel in their investigation of mo.q.-the endeavor to find out precisely
how many orgasns a nmultiply orgasm ¢ wonan coul d actually have w t hout untoward
side effects. It was Dashwood's conviction that, the physiol ogical data being
al ready determined, a real penis was nore practical now, but a year-long search
for the once-fanous Cuban Superman had failed to |locate the stalwart stud.
("Those bl oody puritanical Commies have probably rehabilitated himinto nore
soci al ly useful work," Dashwood concl uded nournful ly.)

Now at last with the relic of WIdeblood' s quantum junp across the gender gap
attached to ACE, Dashwood had the ideal scientific instrument to measure mo.q.
A subj ect had been obtained via ads placed i n underground newspapers throughout
the state of California. ("Wat do Easterners know about fancy fucking?"
Dashwood asked, ruling out everybody on the other side of the Rockies. Al that
part of the country, he firmy believed, was a puritan's heaven and a hedonist's
hell.) The ad said bluntly:

SEXPOT WANTED

We are not naking porny novies. W are not kinks or creeps. This is a serious
scientific project. If you think you qualify, and would like to earn $1, 000,
wite Box 56, San Francisco, in strict confidence.

Weedi ng out unlikely prospects had been tine-consuni ng and somewhat wearyi ng,

al though a few had set sone interesting records with the old plastic ACE
apparatus. The subject selected to have the trial run on the new rei ncarnated
ACE was a Ms. Rhoda Chief, vocalist with a rock group called the G vic Mnster
Known to critics as the best heavy rock singer since Janis Joplin, Rhoda was
originally renowned back in the sixties for her own curious nutation of

ol d-fashi oned Di xi el and "scat singing"; what few realized was that her riffs
were not mere Jabberwocky but actually fragnments of the Enochian Keys used by
Dr. John Dee, M. Aleister Crow ey, and other magici ans. People who cane out of
Cvic Monster concerts seeing auras, hearing strange voices, catching odd
fugitive glinpses into fairyland and Oz, or seeing the djinns gathered about the
throne of Allah, attributed this to the heavy marijuana funmes always circul ating
in the air at rock concerts. Wiat Rhoda herself saw during those nonents was a
secret between herself and her occasional lover in that decade, the
controversial stage mmgician Cagliostro the Great.

Rhoda had gai ned another reputation in the 1970s: "That chick gives head better
t han anybody in show biz," it was often said in Hi gh Society. But this runor had
not reached the aseptic scientific world in which Dr. Dashwood noved

Twirling his dapper bow tie debonairly, Francis Dash-wood, physician and
scientist, strode down the hall to Laboratory Three.

Rhoda Chief, already nude but with a single sheet denurely spread over her ful
and obviously still-glorious body, smled brightly as she saw t he doctor.
"Where's ACE?" she asked cheerfully.

"We' ve been nmking sonme inprovenents," Dashwood said with professional unction
"You might find today's research a distinct inprovenment over the test runs |ast
week. "

The sheet slipped a bit, revealing several inches of round, tense breast. "You
mean a bigger-size gizno on it? | already been through the Errol Flynn, the

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (63 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:40 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt
Primo Canera, and the King Kong."
of robot dil do.
What a fantastic piece of hot lustful wonman she was, Frank thought irrelevantly.
Despite his scientific attitude, he felt hinself secretly longing for the
monent s ahead when the sheet would finally be swept aside to reveal that
i ncredi bl e body, which had appeared in his dreans twi ce over the weekend. Wth
an effort, he resuned his professional nmanner.
"No," he said quietly. "No |arger sizes. The King Kong is the biggest we have in
stock. Today is sonething entirely new. W are using the real thing-but stil
attached to the ACE machine, so you can control it as always, calibrating speed
and depth of thrust and so forth to your own special requirenents. Ah, here it
comes now. "
A technician wheeled in the new i nproved ACE appar at us.
Rhoda sat up, staring in frank astoni shnent-and the sheet slipped another inch,
reveal ing that gorgeous right nipple, like a chocol ate gundrop, Frank thought.
Not for the first tinme, he cursed the professional ethics which would ruin his
career if he ever touched one of his experinental subjects.
The technician, who always insisted on being called "Jonesy" or "R N."-his rea
nane was Richard N xon Jones, but he kept that a careful secret, and never sent
Mot her's Day cards-wheel ed the ACE over to the bed and affixed it at the proper
angle. It looked |ike a science-fiction version of the Great God Baphonet. The
pi nk phal l us seened extra-erotic amd the scul pted white plastic of the machine,
dangling a few i nches above the Venusi an bush slightly visible through the thin
white sheet. "All set,"” Jonesy said stiffly, and retreated to the door. He had
never quite gotten over his initial enbarrassnent at working for O gasm
Resear ch.
Rhoda Chi ef reached out a tentative hand and felt U ysses hovering above her
m dsection. There was a pause. Dashwood wat ched her hand novi ng al ong the pink
shaft. In imgination he vividly felt the same hand groping with his trousers. |
am a professional, he rem nded hinself sternly.
"Well," he said, "anytinme you're ready."
"It's for science," Rhoda said hoarsely.
"That's right. For science."
"Take the sheet off nme," she whi spered.
"I can't do that," Frank said, straining to avoid a break in his voice, his eyes
on the crotch beneath the sheets.
"Ch, yes," she said. "I forgot."
There was anot her pause.
"For science," he said gently.
"For science," she agreed. Slowy she pushed down the sheet, revealing those
gl obes that had twice tornented his sleep. She nust be at least a forty-two, he
t hought, and who ever saw such enornous ni ppl es before? Then, with nore
determ nati on, she pushed the rest of the sheet off the bed in one quick notion
She was as sweet a sight as dawn itself.
Dr. Dashwood thought fleetingly of how Fourier series conbine to produce, on
occasi on, perfect sine waves, valley and crest, valley and crest, in a harnony
that was |ike the signature of intelligence and grace. A contenporary pop
novel i st mght say, "She had a figure that would nake the Pope kick a hole in a

These were technical slang for various nodels

st ai ned- gl ass wi ndow." Rhoda Chief, one of the trillions of multicellular
bi oesthetic nodels worked out by the DNA during its three and a half billion
years' design work on this planet, was only five feet two inches tall, but in

that space were the breasts of Babyl oni an goddesses, the trimwai st of a Petty
Grl, the pubic bush that Titian strove so hard to paint, the | egs of Venus

Kal I i pygi os. Dr. Dashwood, who sought always to uncover significant form (and
did not know that dive Bell had once defined art in those two words), responded
both cortically and phallically. Wre it not for his scientific discipline, he
woul d have knelt in worship, to present her the Pentecostal G ft of Tongues.
"Umnyou can use it on the clitoris first, gently, to lubricate yourself," he
said, feeling |ike a ninny.

"I"'mlubricated already,"” Rhoda said in a strangled voice, and noved the handl e
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whi ch spun the wheel which thrust U ysses into the house where |love |ived. Her
eyes, Frank noted, were still open for a second, but conpletely out of focus.
Then she cl osed them and began pulling the handl e rhythmcally.

Frank began jotting rapidly. "Nipples fully erect at twenty-three seconds.
Sex-flush on breasts and neck at thirty seconds. Subject says 'Jesus' quite
clearly at thirty-six seconds ..."

U ysses, as the scientist was witing, was creating a neurol ogical uproar in M
Rhoda Chief, the mammalian study unit in the first robot-nmamual sexual dyad. As
the rejected stone in WIdebl ood' s cathedral becane the cornerstone in Rhoda's
consci ousness, she felt as if she were floating and allowed her |left hand to run
down her body, over her breasts, down over her belly into the garden of Nuit.
Rhythmically, in time with the hot, fast thrusting notion of the shaft of

Pri apus, she rubbed her bush, while the other hand slowy increased the
thrusting motion. In her nmind s eye she was sinmultaneously enjoying a second
penis, in her mouth. Not all w tches are cocksuckers, but all cocksuckers are

wi tches (whether they know it or not); Rhoda knew it. Her reputation for "eating
Peter like no chick since C eopatra” was not unconnected with the versatility of
her singing and other personality traits. Then ACE was tal king, in the gentle,
slightly Gay tones of HAL, the whacked-out computer in 2001: "To the center of
the gal axy," he was saying. "This is the center of space-tinme, and it is also
the center of your wonb, darling Rhoda." His soft purr went on, as he thrust
deeper into her. "It is way, way out and it is also way, way in. You can only
enter this nystery on vibes of sheer ecstasy, because all matter at a | ower
vibratory rate gets destroyed in the Black Hole. So, in order to navigate this

dangerous crossing, | nust fuck you even nore deeply, mny darling."

"Ch, doit, ACE, do it to nme good," she nurnured. "I want to see the center of
the gal axy."

"There, there," he purred, "you'll see the center of the gal axy when your pretty

little cunt gets hot enough."

"Take ne," she npaned, "take nme to the center of space-tine." And deep, deep
into the cosm c vaginal barrel and deep, deep into the spiral of her noist

gal axy, ACE piloted her. Sl ow permutations, |like the gromh of crystals, her
sensations were hardly contam nated any | onger by thought or vision; deep, deep
they went, down into a cavern of strange floral energies, each petal shape
tingling with the languid joy-dance in the petals of her own warm pussy

(happi ness is a warm pussy, she renenbered), the shaft of the actual ACE machi ne
di ggi ng deeper and deeper into the starry dynano. "Ch, ACE, oh, ACE, you fuck so
divinely," she gasped.

"It's the only way to travel," he crooned electronically.

"Ch, keep fucking nme. Keep fucking ne. Please, please . . . fuck the universe,
fuck every atom turn the cosmc key in the galactic Black Hole, fuck and fuck
and fuck, my God, ny Baphonet, fuck forever, fuck the flowers and the starlight
and t hunder and rain. Fuck Heaven and Hell too."

Dr. Dashwood's face had a curious, ashy-white color. He wanted to | eap upon the
bed, throw the ACE nmachine to the floor, and take her. H s erection was

pul sating and his vision was red with pain and need. "Fuck the AMA " he
nmuttered thickly, lurching forward

Just then the phone rang.

SURPRI SE PARTY

A car stopped about a hundred yards down the road from Murphy's house. Starhawk
qui ckly began untying his ropes, listening intently. In a few nonents he heard
them two or three nen coming through the woods. They were very silent for white
nen.

Starhawk, free of the ropes, began to nove across the trees. The nen stopped.
Starhawk waited. They still didn't stir. Starhawk noved again, w thout a sound.
The nen were still unnmoving. He closed in on them remaining always about thirty
feet above the ground, until he found them

Three nen. Sitting quietly. Two of them snoking. Witing.

St arhawk noved back toward the house, always testing each branch carefully
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before thrusting it.

Two nourni ng doves began to sing a sad little duet.

Starhawk waited, ten feet above the roof, hidden in the redwood. The three nen
in the woods wait ed.

I nsi de the house, the phone rang. The nmen in the woods, who couldn't possibly
have heard it, began noving again.

Starhawk sniled for the second tine that day, and glanced at his watch. It was
exactly half past ten. Murphy, on the phone, was probably insisting on a neet in
downt own Gakl and, some congested street corner he had al ready picked, where a
doubl e cross would be too risky for all parties. Careful man, that Miurph. He'd
cone out the door, with the coke under his arm thinking how careful he was, and
the surprise party would be waiting in the bushes with their guns.

St arhawk nmoved quickly to a new perch. Carefully, he pulled up his trouser |eg,
tore the adhesive tape, and took a pistol fromhis calf. He was not smiling now.

CHEESE

Robert Pearson said "Shee-it" in a tone of profound skepticism

He was watching the TV hearings on the nom nation of Rockwell Mrgan Squeeze for
Vi ce President. Squeeze was an oil mllionaire fanous for such nonunental

parsi noni es as installing pay phones in his mansion so guests couldn't run up
his phone bill and bringing his lunch to the office in a paper bag for forty
years. He was being qui zzed about his generous contributions to seven out often
of the senators on the commttee investigating him

"Now, | resent that," Rockwell was saying. "That's a very nasty word, Senator
"Bribe,' indeed!"
"Wel |, just what would you call it?" asked the senator- one of the three who

hadn't recei ved Rockwel|'s | argesse

"I regard it this way," M. Squeeze said unctuously. "If | had a | ot of cheese,
and | | ooked around and saw a | ot of mice without any cheese of their own, well,
it would be the normal, generous thing ..."

"Now, wait a minute, | snell a rat," the senator interrupted.

"Shee-it," Pearson said again. The door buzzer was humn ng.

When Pear son opened the door he was greeted by a whiff of violets, even before
he saw the man pointing the water pistol at him

And when he awoke (a day later, and with Rockwel | Squeeze approved by the
committee with a vote that stood-coincidentally, no doubt-at 7 to 3), he was in
a basenent surrounded by nmen with canvas bags over their heads. And his genitals
were wired up to sone el ectrical apparatus.

"Shee-it," he said again, and closed his eyes, concentrating furiously on the
fornmul as Hassan i Sabbah X had told him

The nen from Naval Intelligence began pouring electricity into Pearson's penis
and trying to extract information fromhis nouth (two procedures that usually
worked well together). It was quite irritating when they were unable to learn
anyt hi ng about George Washington Bridge's link with the Cult of the Black

Mot her, and perpl exi ng when Pearson began to insist that he was Rockwel | M
Squeeze, Vice President of the United States. It was revolting when they finally
realized that he wasn't playacting and really believed he was Rockwel|l M
Squeeze. By then his whang was charred to a gruesone extent and his obvious
insanity was hopel ess. They snothered himwith a pillow and |eft.

They were all very nice nen when their duty did not call upon themto perform
such regrettabl e tasks.

A CARNI VAL OF LOONI ES
| am not what | am
-iago, in bacon's Ghello

The FBI finally found GWC. Bridge living in a flophouse in Mani's ghetto.
Havi ng | earned something from Naval Intelligence's bungling in the cases of
Hassan i Sabbah X and Robert Pearson, they noved in with great delicacy; a black
agent was enployed to forma friendship with himover a period of a nonth.

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (66 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:40 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

"Weird cat," the agent reported after a week. "Seens to be hiding something al
the tinme. "

"Can't make himat all," he reported the second week. "If | didn't know better,
I'"d say he was a white reporter in blackface, trying to find out what it's |ike
to be black. ..."

In fact, Bridge seened nore than a little bit psychotic in a nmethodical sort of
way. He read no | ess than six newspapers a day and clipped nunerous stories from
them The agent eventually had a chance to investigate these files while Bridge
was visiting a patient in a nearby madhouse, and they were rather oblique. They
all concerned Very Inportant Persons in governnent and industry, but that was
about all they had in comobn. Bridge seened to have a mnute curiosity about the
men who rule America; that was all that was evident. The agent coul d nmake
nothing at all of the crazy notes scribbled on the nmargi ns of these news
stories: "Possible," "Probable," "Still hinmself," "Definitely occupi ed"

The nystery grew worse when the agent realized that Bridge spent a lot of tine
vi siting madhouses and psychiatric wards. "Sure knows a | ot of crazy people," he
reported the third week. "A hell of a lot of crazy people," he anended at the
end of the nonth.

Anot her team of agents began revisiting the nuthouses, and it was soon realized
that the patients Bridge visited had a few things in comon, viz., none was
white, but not all were black (sonme were Oriental, Indian, or Chi-cano); all,

wi t hout exception, were di agnosed as paranoi d schi zophrenic with del usi ons of
grandeur; all were listed as chronic rather than acute psychotics; all clainmed
to be sonebody el se rather than who they actually were-one said he was Secretary
of Commerce, one that he was Chairman of the Board of Myrgan Guaranty Trust, one
that he was Chief Engi neer at Cape Kennedy, etc.

The agents renmenbered their experience with Robert Pearson, former aide to
Hassan i Sabbah X, and junped to a conclusion. "That crazy church drove them al
nuts and nmade themthink they were white people.” Alas, a little checking
refuted this easy assunption. Mst of the |oonies Bridge had visited had no
previ ous connection with the Cult of the Black Mther at all

Things were conming to a head.

THREE M NUTES, FORTY SECONDS
That which exists is allowed.
-john lilly, The Center of the Cyclone

When Murphy came out the front door, Ed Goldfarb, in the bushes, shot himtwce
wi th Mendoza's police special

Mur phy, thrown back agai nst the door, was reaching into his shoul der hol ster,
his mouth open, still alive.

The two shots hung in the enpty nountain air, echoing.

Thomas Esposito fired at Murphy and m ssed as Murphy's hand slowy and steadily
canme up, firing at Gol dfarb.

Gol dfarb fell back, hit.

The echoes still rolled across the hills.

"Mama, Manmm," Goldfarb said, rolling around, holding his stomach. He was

weepi ng.

The third man, Juan Ybarra, ran fromthe bushes to Mirphy.

Mur phy was trying to raise the gun again. He was |ooking at Ybarra and trying to
point the gun. His eyes were totally nmad and woul d not focus anynore.

Esposito was trying to shoot at Murphy again, with Ybarra in the way. He had an
erection and his hands shook

Gol df arb continued to weep.

The shots were still echoing.

Birds were rising fromthe trees, flapping their wings noisily, twittering with
anxiety. A crow cawed angrily.

Mur phy' s gun hand dropped. H's nad eyes went enpty.

"Mama! " CGol dfarb screaned. "I'msorry!"

Esposito and Ybarra ran lithely down the hill.

"Mama, " Col dfarb wept. "Not nme. Please. |I'msorry."
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The birds swept down the hill, flapping.

A bl ack Mustang came up the hill. Esposito and Ybarra |eapt out, and ran around
to the back, and opened the trunk conpartnent.

"Not ne, please," CGoldfarb was protesting.

Esposito and Ybarra lifted Detective Mendoza, gagged with adhesive tape, out of
the trunk and carried himonto the | awn. He was dazed but his eyes were aware
and frightened.

Esposito ran over to Murphy and took his gun. Standing there, he fired twice
into Mendoza's head. He put the gun back in Mrphy's hand.

Ybarra tore the adhesive tape off Mendoza's nouth. It came away bl oodst ai ned.
CGol df arb st opped crying and was still.

Ybarra retched, al nost puked, caught hinself. He stood white-faced, breathing
har d.

Esposito picked up Murphy's package, a brown paper bag. He opened it, found a
box within, raised the Iid. He inserted a finger and tasted.

"The Jew," he said.

Ybarra | ooked at him shaking.

"Get on the stick," Esposito said. "W can't |eave the Jew, he doesn't fit."
Ybarra stood | ooking at him "Cone out of it," Esposito said. "Help nme with the
Jew. "

They carried Goldfarb into the back of the car

They drove off.

Starhawk | anded lightly on the awn, running as he alighted. He ran into the
house and to the bedroom He found what he expected in the closet, another box,
and tasted it. He ran softly, on the balls of his feet, back outside. He |eapt,
caught the roof, and pulled hinself upward. He disappeared into the trees.

The two dead nmen sprawl ed on the | awn.

Bi rds began to return

El apsed tine since Murphy had come out the door was three mnutes and forty
seconds.

THE SEA! THE SEA!

Rol ypol yboys tell | asses.

- si non noon,

"hawkful | est conventions ever"

The | oudroaring sea was calling. The nmoon was full, the Gentry were active, the
how of the wind was as nmournful as a 1950s poem Markoff Chaney, unable to

sl eep, sat up in his YMCA bed and hatched m schi ef.

Through leaflets nailed on walls around Orange County, he had managed to create
a Conmittee to Nuke the Whal es, sonething that appealed to a |ot of rich-w ngers
purely and sinply on the grounds that it would nmake the eco-nuts and liberals
scream The Committee was an outstandi ng success; after only a year it had
forty-two nenbers. This was enough, together with such an outrageous cause, to
get maxi mum nedi a attention-Chaney was aware that anything, however snmall, can
get the eye of the nedia if it's repul sive enough-and the eco-nuts and |iberals
wer e scream ng.

Good; but now for sonething equally abom nable on the other side.

Chaney contenpl ated the Radical Lesbians wistfully. He felt Iike Voltaire
contenplating God; if the Radical Lesbians hadn't existed, he would have had to
invent them But what could he offer along those lines to balance the Commttee
to Nuke the Whal es? The Child Mol est-ers' Liberation Front? That couldn't begin
to conpete with "Figs" Newon's Necrophile Liberation Front. The Council of
Armed Cocai ne Abusers? Nobody woul d believe it.

The m dget suddenly renenbered the Council of Arned Rabbis he had used in his
letter to Dr. Frank Dashwood of Orgasm Research. He had neant to foll ow up on
that. Gaining access to heavily guarded nuclear plants to tanper with the

cool ant systens had kept himso busy lately that he had al nost forgotten the
damabl e Dashwood and his shitheel statistics.

Chaney was awake nobst of the night planning a canpaign to bring quantum wobbl e
i nto Dashwood's charts and graphs.
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When he finally slept his tiny body curled into the orgonom c spiral and he

| ooked as innocent as a school boy.

He awoke in the norning full of piss and vinegar.

The sea! The sea! Waving their long green hair, the sea hags were calling him
Finding a dark-l1it bar, he ducked into the phone booth, attached his Bl ue Box
equi pment, and soon had a Washi ngton operator convinced he was a \Wite House

of ficial on inportant business.

"This is a call fromthe Wite House," the operator told the secretary at Orgasm
Research. "The President is waiting on another line. He wishes to talk to Dr.
Dashwood at once."

“I-1"1l put you through at once," said Ms. Karrige, quite awed and fl ustered.
The nidget listened in glee as the phone rang.

"F-F-Frank Dashwood," cane the doctor's voice, rather breathlessly.

"This is Ezra Pound of the Fair Play for Bad Ass Conmittee," the midget said,
shifting his story now that he had the victimon the line. "Your name has been
given to us as a |leader of the scientific community, and, quite frankly, we are
| ooking for all the distinguished support we can get for our next full-page ad
in the Sunday News-Ti nmes-Post. | assune you're aware of the plight of Bad Ass,"
he said significantly, bluffing, of course (but with sone assurance, since every
place in the world had sone plight or other by 1984).

"Ch, yes, of course," Dr. Dashwood said evasively. "Wy don't you send ne your

literature and I'lIl give it a careful reading."

"Doctor," the mdget said sternly, "if you were living in Bad Ass, wouldn't you
want action now?"

"Wel |, undoubtedly, but if you'll just send nme your literature ..."

("Oh, Ace, darling, darling," a fenale voice near the phone said distinctly.)
There was a startled pause; the mdget deliberately let it drag out until the
doct or spoke again.

"Er, mark the envel ope to ny personal attention. You can be sure that the Bad
Ass crisis has been very nuch on ny mind. Terrible, sinmply terrible. But ah now
I nmust be back to ny business-"

("Fuck ny cunt, Ace! Onh, fuck ny cunt!")

"Doctor," the mdget said sternly, "are you fornicating while you're talking to
me? |Is that your answer, sir, to the desperate people of Bad Ass?"

("Now, now!!" the voice screeched. "Oh Jesus Jesus Jesus NOWN!!!TTTIT™)
Beautiful, the mdget thought; | couldn't have called at a better tine. "Dr.
Dashwood, " he said stiffly, "I don't think you are really the sort who will add

stature to the Fair Play for Bad Ass Conmittee." He hung up jarringly.

Beautiful. Absolutely beautiful

He set off for the post office and Stage Two of his canpaign, snmling all the
way- except once when he encountered one of the giant wonen, wal ki ng her enornous
Sai nt Bernard, and he prudently crossed the street.

THE DREADED NEUROLOG CAL ARMY
Bei ng keys thensel ves, their keyl essness does not matter.
-richard ell man, U ysses on the Liffey

On March 2, 1984, Sinobn Moon found a peculiarity while scanning the Beast's
menory banks for the Chicago police.

There seened to be two possible totals for the nunber of police officers in

Chi cago

Sinon was intrigued. He began searching all the Chicago police records. Wat he
found was so interesting that he nentioned it to Cem Cotex, whom he happened to
be neeting for lunch that day.

Cot ex was not concerned with things as nmundane as police records, so it took a
whi | e before he heard what Sinbn was sayi ng.

"Hold it," COemsaid when it finally registered. "Did you say 198?"

"Yes, exactly," Sinon said. "There are pay vouchers for 198 officers |ess than
there are uniforns for. In other words, there are 198 cops in Chicago who aren't
bei ng paid. Weird, huh?"
"One hundred ninety-eight,"'

Cot ex repeated, eyes w de. "The exact nunber
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Were they all over the departnent, these extras, or were they clustered?"
"That's even stranger," Sinon said. "They're all in the Red Squad. ..."

That same day Markoff Chaney was hiding in a coffee urn at Orgasm Research

hat chi ng further m schief.

The cl ock struck midnight; the cleaning wonen left; and out crept Chaney with an
evil grin.

Al as, he was not the only intruder that night, for as he padded lightly down the
hall he suddenly heard a hoarse voice in one of the |aboratories.

"Better than human, are you, you @) @ &0i ng #$%& #er? Better than human, ny
9$#& Take this, you $%f)*$#-eating #$%0&*er! "

The voice was near inarticulate with rage, but it was clearly that of a jeal ous
mal e, as any et hol ogi st woul d easily recogni ze. Markoff slowy opened the door
and peeked around the corner

There in the dimlight, fully dressed and in his wong nind, stood the idol of
mllions, the world' s leading rock guitarist, Knorton ("G assy") Knoll
feverishly working with a nonkey wench upon an object the |ikes of which

Mar kof f Chaney had never seen-a G acometti robot with a gigantic human phal |l us.
"Il take you apart, you $%#," the denented rock nusician was nuttering. "I'lI
tear your $%@ out by its roots, | will." And he continued his assault,
gargling and panting |like one obsessed-whi ch he was. "Man agai nst nachi ne," he
gasped. "First they out-think us, now they out-fuck us. It's time for all-out
war, by $w@. ..."

Mar kof f watched, silent as a cat, until the hebephrenic cuckold was finished
with his foul work, and the nmachine stood, a heap of scrap netal, with the
phal | us renoved. Then, after the nusician slouched off into the night, the

m dget crept into the roomand carefully wote on the wall in stark purple
crayon:

THE PIGEONS IN B. F. SKINNER S

LABORATORI ES ARE PCLI TI CAL PRI SONERS.

RELEASE THEM OR FURTHER ACTI ONS W LL

FOLLOW

EZRA POUND,

FOR THE DREADED NEUROLOG CAL ARMY ( DNA)

Spur - of -t he-monment inspiration was his specialty.

"In the typical Beethoven scherzo," Justin Case explains with precise enphasis,
"the elenents are so mingled that, even though some nmay be the nusica

equi val ent of cries of pain or grief, the total construction is both grotesque
and gay."

Li ke nost rock nusicians, "Grassy" Knoll was a Second Circuit neurogenetic type,
qui te incapable of the Machiavellian nentations of Third Crcuit scheners |ike
Mar kof f Chancy. Wen "Grassy" carried U ysses away from Orgasm Research, he

pl anned only on throwing it in the first garbage can he passed. On the spur of
the monent, he threw it in an alley instead.

There it was found by a cat naned Acapul co Gol d-an ugly yell ow Tom bel onging to
San Franci sco's best-known gossip columist. The cat, with typical perversity,
dragged it horme.

The col umi st was at work on a book of rem niscences (The Roving |, he planned
to call it) when his wife staggered in fromthe kitchen, white-faced but with a
devilish grin. "Honey," she said coaxingly, "come see what the cat dragged in.
Now, it so happened that the columist was (like nost witers in capitalist

soci ety) abom nably underpaid, and, |ike Hassan i Sabbah X, he knew a
one-of-a-kind itemwhen he saw it. "This," he pronounced, "will bring a pretty
penny, when |I find the right buyer.”

He found the right buyer at police court only two nights later, when a tip
informed himthat the notorious Eva Gebl oomencraft had been arrested again, this
time for putting | aughing gas in the air-conditioning systemat a benefit
concert for the Epileptic Liberation Front.

The infanmous Eva did not get called right away; the columist had to sit through
a dreary hearing on a black man who had caused a riot in a bar, throw ng sixty
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fits and screaning that only a few ninutes ago he had been a white atonic
scientist at Los Al anos. Wen this obvious lunatic was finally renoved fromthe
court in a straitjacket (still shouting atonmi c secrets which he had evidently

| earned sonewhere in the early stages of his delusion), Eva's case was call ed.
Ms. Cebl oonencraft, the only daughter of the npbst defiant and unrepentant
Nurermburg war crimnal, had been the holy terror of the international jet set
ever since she reached puberty in the 1960s. |nagi ne the m nd of Markoff Chaney
in the body of Raquel Welch; good, you' ve got dear Eva. It was she who had

spi ked the punch with aphrodi siac PCPA at the Spani sh enbassy in London,
precipitating an orgy and several subsequent suicides anong nmenbers of Qpus Dei
She and she al one who snuggl ed Norman Mailer in drag to a top-secret strategy
meeting of the Radical Lesbians. She again who hired the best freelance

el ectronics experts to obtain tape recordings of J. Edgar Hoover's boudoir
adventures, and then sent themto Rev. Martin Luther King. (That gallant naif,
al as, destroyed them)

Eva saw the possibilities of the Wl deblood relic as soon as the col umi st
broached the matter.

"Hot shit," she said, eyes dancing.

BAD FOR BUSI NESS

When a pattern is set up in time by the activation of an archetype, however, the
crucial factor does not seemto be an external agency of any kind but rather an
ordering principle that is inherent in the fact that a pattern is being forned.
-ira progoff, Jung, Synchronicity and Human Destiny

Banana Nose Ml donado ate silently. He ate three kinds of cheese and pepperon
and bl ack olives and sliced red peppers and anchovies for antipasto. Then he ate
beef fillets in parm giana and a side of |asagna, drinking occasionally fromthe
Chianti glass. He did not speak until after he had finished the last sip of the
wi ne and pushed back his plate.

"Proceed," he said.

"The food was excellent, don," said Starhawk, pushing back his own plate.

Banana Nose nodded formally, smiling. "Proceed."

"You got a box of sugar today," Starhawk said. "Wth sonme cocai ne on top. You
went to a hell of alot of trouble to get it. Three guys got dead."

"I'magi ne that," said Mal donado. "You know a great deal about ny private

busi ness. "

"Two of the guys were supposed to get dead," Starhawk said. "But one of them was
a thick Irishman and he didn't die easy. The funny thing is, what with the
excitenent and all, he got shot once with the wong gun. He was only supposed to
be shot with his partner's gun. It was supposed to |ook |ike they shot each
other, fighting over the coke."

"Son-of -a-bitch," Ml donado said, softly as a prayer. "They tell nme you're a
thief. They didn't tell me you're the Invisible Man. What were you doing, riding
around i n one of ny boy's back pockets?"

"You was to ask nme," Starhawk said, "I'd guess that your boys goofed up tw ce.
After they got excited and shot Murph with the wong gun, they forgot
sonet hi ng. "

"Yes? Tell nme?"

"They forgot to | eave sone of the coke behind. After all, that was supposed to

be what Murphy and Mendoza were fighting over. You probably told themto | eave a
si zabl e amount . "

"Not a sizable anount. It doesn't take much to cause two pigs to fight and kil
each other."

"The reason the cops had to be offed,"” Starhawk said, "is that they didn't treat
you with proper respect. Trying to sell you your own nerchandi se, at street
prices. They shoul d have been satisfied with a conmission, the way | see it. You
can't afford for guys to get out of line like that, it's bad for business. And
kind of figure you also didn't like it that they were trying to cut each other
out. So you decided to off both of themand just take your stuff back. The fuck,
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you probably got a grudge agai nst cops goi hg back seventy years or nore."

Mal donado nodded sadly. "My mistake was | didn't inmagi ne what a crazy

son-of -a-bitch this Murphy was. He was conming to the neet with a box of shit and
t hought he could just laugh at ne afterwards."

"Hel I ," Starhawk said. "You're old, right, and you owmn a | ot of respectable

busi nesses. He didn't think you had the stones to kill a cop anymore, is all.
And he didn't know Mendoza was planning to hijack himand had al ready contacted
your boys for a price on the coke. So he couldn't guess you'd set it up that two
crooked cops shot each other."

"We are all very careful," Ml donado said, "and we all make m stakes. So, you
conme into this as the nan Mendoza hired to hijack Mirphy. Let me ask you-why do
you come to me and talk of the standard commission for returning the snow? You
could be on a plane right now, and sell it at street prices sonmewhere, and
nobody the wi ser. \What does Mal donado have for you?"

"I bought an airplane ticket, first thing this afternoon. Then | started

t hi nking. Wth Murph and Mendoza dead, | need new friends, and there just aren't
that many cops | amthat close to. Don, | want you to be ny friend."

"The coke is worth at |east three hundred fifty grand on the street. Standard
commission is thirty-five grand. You are sure you will not later regret |osing
so much to make a new friend?"

"Don," Starhawk said, "nobody ever regrets naking a new friend."

"It is agreeable to nme," Ml donado said. "WIIl you have sonme nore Chianti?"
"Only a little," Starhawk said. "It is bad for the reflexes."

TOKE W THOUT HASTE

The letter was sent out May 1, 1984, to the Wite House and all the major nedia.
It said:

May CGod forgive us. May history judge us charitably.

W have placed tactical nuclear bombs in over 500 |ocations throughout Unistat.
The targets are all enenmies of the people: |arge banks, nultinationa
corporations, governnment tax offices. We will trigger one of these bonbs at noon
tomorrow, somewhere in western Unistat, to denpbnstrate that we are not bl uffing.
Al'l the other nucl ear bonbs will be triggered in succession until our demands
are net. If any attenpt is nade to apprehend and arrest us-any attenpt at all-
all the remaining bonbs will be detonated at once.

W denand

That President Lousewart imediately confiscate all fortunes above one million
dol | ars. .

And so on. PCE had cone into nmaterialization again- caused by the sane

hi stori cal and neurogenetic forces.

"I think it's a hoax," said President Lousewart, who was really, of course,
Franklin Del ano Roosevelt Stuart, a.k.a. Hassan i Sabbah X

"Can we be sure?" asked Mounty Babbit, who was now naught el se but a wal ki ng
aut omaton, controlled by the quantuminformati on systemthat had been a

Vi et namese Buddhi st .

"W can never be sure," said Vice President Squeeze, who used to be Robert
Pearson. "This is an absolute piss cutter."

There was a depressed sil ence.

"How did our karma ever |and us here?" asked Hassan i Sabbah X

Even Fed Xing wasn't sure of the answer to that.

"Well," Hassan said. "Let's distribute the fucking noney. This just accel erates
what we had in nind all along. "

"W can't do it," Pearson said. "You' d be assassinated before the day is over."
Hassan cont enpl at ed.

"We can fucking try," he said.

"There are many m nd-states and universes," Ped Xing added serenely. "If we
don't succeed here, we will continue el sewhere."

BOOK ONE
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The Trick Top Hat

PART ONE

STO C AND CHRI STI AN EJACULATI ONS

If we conpare Stoic with Christian ejacul ations, we see much
-williamjanes, Varieties of Religious Experience

AD ASTRA

The majority of Terrans were six-legged, but we are not concerned with them W
are concerned with a tiny minority of donesticated prinmates who built pyram ds
and wrote books and eventually achi eved Space Mgration and entered into the
gal actic drama.

They were very clever primates-excellent at mimcry and even capabl e of creative
thi nking at times.

They never woul d have escaped fromtheir planet and the boom and-bust cycl es of
all life-forns adapted to planetside living if it hadn't been for the H E A D
Revol uti on.

HEAD means Hedoni ¢ Engi neering and Devel opment. It consists of |learning to use
the primate brain for fun and profit.

At the tine of our story the HEAD Revol ution, after an underground existence of
many centuries, included only about 2 percent of the donmesticated primtes on
Terra. The rest of the donesticated primates were still using their brains for
m sery and failure.

They did not know they were misusing their brains. They thought there was

sonet hing wong with the universe.

They called it the Problem of Evil.

Experts on the Problemof Evil were known as theol ogi ans. These were very
erudite primates, skilled in primate |logic, who wote |ong books trying to
answer the question "Wiy did God create an inperfect universe?"

"CGod" was their nane for the hypothetical biggest-al pha-male-of-all. Being
primates, they could not conprehend how anything could run if there weren't an
al pha male in charge of it.

They assuned the universe was inperfect because it was obviously not set up for
t he conveni ence of donesticated prinates.

The uni verse was not even designed for the conveni ence and confort of the
six-1egged majority on Terra. The conveni ence and confort of planetside species
has very little to do with the cosnic dram.

A few of the primates had realized this. They were known as cynics.

Cynics were primates who realized the nmonotonous life-death cycle of terrestria
life, but were not imaginative enough to conceive of future evolution after

| ongevity and escape velocity had been attained.

Planetary life is cyclical because planets thenselves follow cyclical orbits
about their nmother stars. (See Gl actic Encycl opedia, "Larvel Stages of Species
Devel oprent . ")

The six-legged majority on Terra, for instance, followed a life script of four
or more stages. In general, the pattern was: (1) the enbryonic or egg form (2)
the larval period; (3) the pupal or chrysalis stage; (4) the adult insect.
During each stage the biot or biological unit-the so-called individual-passed
through a metanorphosis during which it was totally or partially transforned.
The sane was true of the donesticated prinmates. Mst of them passed through, and
kept neurological circuits characteristic of, the follow ng four stages: (1)

i nprinting and using the self-nourishing networks of the primate brain-the
neonate or infant stage (oral biosurvival consciousness); (2) inprinting and
using the enotional-territorial networks of the prinmate brain-the "toddler"
stage (anal status consciousness); (3) inprinting and using the semantic
circuits-the verbal or conceptual stage (synbolic rational consciousness); (4)
imprinting and using the socio-sexual circuits-the mating or parenting stage
(tribal taboo consciousness).

It was all very nechanical -but that's the way planetside life is.
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PRETTY LI TTLE BI RDI ES

Decenber 1, 1983:

Benny "Eggs" Benedict, plunp, snmallish, and bal ding, a popular columist for the
New Yor k* News-Ti mes, sat down to conpose his daily essay. According to his
usual procedure, he breathed deeply, rel axed every nuscle, and gradually forced
all verbalization in his brain to stop. Wen he had reached the Void he waited
to see what would float up to fill the vacuum What surfaced was:

Pretty little birdies

Picking in the turdies

*Terran Archives 2803: New York was a city-state or island in the m dwestem part
of the Unistat. It seens to have been a center of religious worship, and many
came there to wal k about, probably in deep neditation, within an enornous femral e
statue, the goddess of these primtives. Various authorities identify this
divinity as Colunbia, Marilyn Mnroe, Liberty, or Mther Fucker-all of these
bei ng names wi dely recorded in Unistat glyphs: Perhaps her true name will never
be known.

Benny felt a rush of nostalgia. The jingle had been popul ar in Brooklyn when he
was a school boy in the antediluvian era of the 1930s. Back then, in the Dark
Ages of Roosevelt |1, many Brooklyn peddlers still had horse-drawn carts, and
the horses, as is common with their species, left piles of horse shit in the
streets as they went about their itineraries. Sparrows woul d peck in these
steanmi ng piles of dung for undigested oats, and a Brooklyn child would excl aim
on seeing this:

"Pretty little birdies

Picking in the turdies!”

To which another child would usually reply:

"He's a poet

Though his | ooks don't show it!"

Benny reflected that this little bit of kidlore had stuck in his nenory for
nearly half a century and that it must therefore contain sone profound Meani ng.
He began pounding the Mac Plus, offering the birdie-turdie poem et as a perfect
exanpl e of an American hai ku-the juxtaposition of two images, w thout conment by
the author, in a way that suggested far nore than it actually said.

"Birds," Benny wote, "are traditional synbols of beauty, from Bacon's

ni ghti ngales to Keats's skyl ark, throughout our whol e poetic tradition. Horse
manure, on the other hand, is regarded with revul sion and | oathing. Yet the
sparrows, indifferent to human standards, blithely pick in the manure, seeking
the food they know is there. The poemis telling us that human |ikes and
dislikes are arbitrary, squinty-eyed, chauvinistic, and irrelevant to nature's
own grand design strategy."

Benny went on to assert that he had only been able to see this profundity in the
jingle now, after he had spent six nonths neditating at the Manhattan Zen
Center. "This rhyne is the Essence of Zen," he concl uded.

It was probably the | east successful colum Benny ever wote. Virtually nobody
understood it and everybody was bored by it. Some readers even wote protesting
letters conplaining that the colum had been in questionable taste.

Benny was depressed by this reaction. He felt it had been a stroke of genius on
his part to rescue fromoblivion a genuine Anerican hai ku; but even nore than
that, witing the colum had triggered a vast stream of recoll ections about
1930s Brookl yn which gave hima renewed sense of Roots he had hoped to share.
Why, how many still alive could renenber the procedure when the meter man from
Monopol at ed Edi son appeared in a Brookl yn nei ghborhood in those days? The ki ds
wer e di spatched as runners, racing fromhouse to house, shouting "Mn Ed! Mn
Ed!" Everybody woul d then renove the bags of salt which they kept over the
electric neters to deflect the readings downward and thereby |ower the electric
bill.

It seemed |like only yesterday that Benny hinself had raced from house to house
shouting, "Mon Ed! Mon Ed!" And peopl e had rushed to nove the bags of salt to
closets where the nmeter man woul dn't see them Benny hadn't thought of those
days in nore than four decades, yet they lived on in Menory Storage and coul d be
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activated again by sonmething as sinple as the jingle about the pretty little
birdies. And Benny's whole attitude toward Mon Edi son had been shaped by those
experiences; he still regarded the "public" utility with a nixture of fear and

| oat hi ng.

As a student of Zen, Benny knew that such negative enotions were bad for the
nervous system and he often tried to regard Mon Ed without bias. It was

i mpossible. He had learned to forgive Htler, Stalin, even N xon, but Mn Edi son
was still so charged with enmotion that he could not think of it without his

bl ood pressure rising. Besides, they had just raised their rates again in
Cctober. At the nmenory of that, Benny's Zen crunbled entirely.
"Public utilities are a nonopolist's heaven and a consuner's hell,’
knowi ng he was not yet a Buddha.

But then he cheered up as another bit of 1930s kidlore cane back to him It was
a silly ritual, really, but it used to keep them anused, even hilarious, back in
sixth grade. It would begin with sonebody asking, "Wwo shit in the sink?"

"You shit!" another would reply.

"Bullshit," the first would riposte.

"Who shit?" a third woul d then ask.

"Frank shit," sonmebody woul d answer.

"Bul I shit," Frank woul d object.

he grow ed,

"Who shit?"

"Joe shit," Frank would say, getting Joe into the gane.

"Bul I shit," Joe would pay pronptly.

And so it would go: "Who shit?" "Pete shit." "Bullshit!" "W shit?" "Jerry
shit.” "Bullshit!™ . . . And on, and on, until everybody was bored-whi ch anong

school boys m ght take quite a long tine.

Benny was so overwhel ned with nostal gia that he decided to go visit his nother
at the Brooklyn Senior Citizens' Hone, even though the old | ady had been a bit
neurotic ever since she was knocked on her ass by a pursesnatcher three years
ago on July 23, 1981

AMERI CAN HAI KU

The only one in New York who really grokked Benny Benedict's col um about the
pretty little birdies was Jus-tin Case, a nmild, fortyish man who | ooked Gay but
wasn't. Case wote excruciatingly intelligent nmusic criticism Since he read
about this exanple of American folk haiku while very, very, very stoned on

Col unbi an Gold, he inmediately conceived that it would be even nore fol kish and
beautiful if recited with an old, Dark Age Brooklyn accent, viz:

"Pretty little boidies

Picking in the toidies!"

He was so enanored of this that he quoted it, whenever he was drunk or stoned,
for several nonths. The whole wi nter-spring season of 1983-84, if you mngled
with the intelligentsia in Manhattan, you were likely to hear Case decl ai m ng,
in a style based partly on Orson Wlles and partly on Charles Laughton, "Pretty
little boidies/Picknmg in the toidies!" This finally found its way into Case's
NBI file-"Subject is inclined to quoting obscene poetry in mxed conpany"-and
was even fed to the Beast.

The NBI had a file on Case because one of their informants had stated that he
was a frequent associate of Blake Wllians. In fact, Case detested WIlians and
only was seen in his presence because it was inpossible to go to the best
parties on the Isle of Manhattan w thout encountering him Gddly enough, the

i nformant knew that quite well-but she al so knew that her fees depended on the
nunber of new suspects she reported each nonth.

Case's NBlI dossier renmined always small. As a Congressional Medal of Honor

wi nner in Vietnam he was not the sort of nman the Bureau cared to spy on too
closely, since it would be enbarrassing if they were caught. Besides, they
couldn't nake head or tails out of his phone conversations, which were all about
such inscrutable matters as whet her Beethoven's obsession with his nephew
represented repressed paternal inpulses, |atent honpbsexuality, or the desire to
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be a nmother, and whether all three elenents were expressed in the tonic chord of
t he bassoon under the dominant chord of the tutti in the opening of the N nth.
Justin Case's god was a dead Irishman nanmed Janes Augustine Al oysius Joyce, who
had been the greatest tenor of the twentieth century. Case owned every record of
every Joyce concert preserved on wax, and regarded the man as havi ng the nost
subtl e musical sensibility since the great Ludwig hinself. If only he had been a
conposer instead of a singer, Case sonetines thought, with that ear

Actual ly, Joyce had considered the priesthood, witing, and even nedicine before
settling on a nusical career. His voice thrilled audiences in Europe and Anerica
for nearly a decade before the fanous Joyce Scandal, which destroyed him Case
al ways funed with anger when he read of the great singer's |ast days-how
concerts were disrupted and ruined by noralistic hecklers howing "Garters

garters garters!” till the shaned man left the stage, hunmliated. It was known
that he died of drink, often conparing hinself to Oscar W|lde and Charles
Stewart Parnell, and cursing the Christian churches bitterly.

Case once had an affair with the ant hropol ogi st and sexol ogi st Marilyn Chanbers,
j ust because she shared his passion for Joyce's nusic. Due to the receptivity of
the postcoital male, he had even allowed her to explain the parallel universe
theory to himonce-sonething he al ways dism ssed as rubbi sh when Bl ake WIIians
tal ked about it.

"You nean," he asked, "that in another universe Joyce's thing about girls'
undergarnments m ght never have been di scovered and his career woul dn't have been
rui ned?"

"Even nore," Dr. Chanbers said. "If Wueeler's interpretation of the state vector
is true, there nust be such a universe. Al so, a universe where Joyce did becone
a priest instead of a singer."

"Far fucking out," Case said. "I wonder what you'd be in the universe next door

NO W FE, NO HORSE, NO MJSTACHE

What is certain is that in countries |ike Bulgaria, where people live on-
pol enta, yogurt, and other such foods, nmen live to a greater age than in our
parts of the world.

-furbish | ousewart V, Unsafe Werever You Go

Justin Case heard about the man with no wife, no horse, and no nustache at one
of Mary Margaret W/l deblood' s wild, wild parties. Joe Malik, the editor of
Confrontation, told the story. It was rather hard for Case to foll ow because the
party was huge and noisy-a typical WIdebl ood soiree. Everybody was there-Bl ake
W I liams, bearded, beanish, bland, the inventor of interstellar

phar maco- ant hr opol ogy, Gestalt neurobiol ogy, and a dozen ot her sciences that
nobody under stood; Juan Tootreego, the O ynpic runner who had broken the
three-and-a-half-mnute mile; Carol Christmas, blond, bubbly, and possessed of
the greatest bod in Manhattan; Natalie Drest, chairperson of the Index
Expurgatorius in God's Lightning; Marvin Gardens, who had two best-selling
novel s and seem ngly owned 90 percent of the cocaine in the Western worl d;
Bertha Van Ation, the astrononer from Giffith Cbservatory who had di scovered
the two new pl anets beyond Pl uto. Hordes of other Names-maxi-, mdi-, and

m ni-cel ebrities-swarnmed through Mary Margaret's posh Sut-ton Place pad as the
eveni ng wore on. There was a | ot of booze, a |ot of weed, and-due to Marvin

Gar dens- al toget her too rmuch coke.

Basically, Joe Malik said, his encounter with the man who had no wife, no horse,
and no mustache had been part of an experinment in neuronetaprogranm ng. Case had
no i dea what the holy waltzing fuck neuromnetaprogranm ng might be in English,
and the story canme through in a kind of polyphonic counterpoint with the other
conversations swirling around them

Joe Malik, known as the |ast of the Red Hot Liberals, was half Arab, of course,
but-as he hinself |iked to point out-he had been rai sed Roman Catholic and
became an athei st in engineering school (Brooklyn Polytechnic) and nobody coul d
detect anything Islanmc about him Yet he did talk rather oddly at
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times-especially after his nmelodramatic adventures with the Di scordi an

phi | osopher and nillionaire Hagbard Celi ne.

"No wife, no horse, no nustache," Mlik was saying. "Ch, | think President
Hubbard is doing a great job," Blake WIllianms was telling Carol Christnas. "The
solar energy we're getting fromthe L5 space cities is going to triple and
quadrupl e the Gross National Product, and the way she abolished poverty was
brilliant."

"But Hubbard is so damm technol ogical," Fred "Figs" Newon protested piously.
"There's no spirit no sense of tragedy no gnosis anywhere in the adninistration
"l can't get used to Mary Margaret being a wonan," an Unidentified Man said.

"No wife, no horse, no nustache," Malik repeated. "That's all it said."

"l beg your pardon?" Case asked, intrigued by sonething nonmusical for the first
time in his life.

"I still say fuck "emall," a drunken witer how ed sonewhere. "Bastardly
thieving ..."

"It was in the Reader's Digest," Mlik explained, trying to clarify matters but
not sure how much Case had al ready m ssed.

"The Reader's Digest?" Case pronpted. "That was the whole point," Mlik went on
earnestly. "I was stoned on Al anout Bl ack hashish, the best in the world, and
sat down to read a whol e issue of Reader's Digest all the way through and becone
one with it."

"Beconme one with the Reader's Digest?" Case was in beyond his depth and sinking
fast in ontol ogi cal quicksand. " whi ch makes the Van Alien Belt a gigantic

pl acenta"-Captain Cosnic was still on his own trip- "and every organi sma cel

in the negafetus struggling up the slippery 4,000-nile walls of the gravity well

"I wanted to experience a totally alien, science-fiction reality," Mlik pursued
his theme. "Reader's Digest comes from another universe, grok, froma world
occupied by nillions of Anericans who are not New York intellectuals. These
peopl e sincerely believe that our government has never waged an unjust war, that
the hair of a seventh son of a seventh son cures warts, that mllionaires get
rich through honesty and hard work, that a Jewish girl once got pregnant by a
dove, and all sorts of things |ike that, which are regarded as nedi eva
superstitions in nmy normal environnent. Entering Reader's Digest through the
enpat hy of hash is a quantumjunp to another reality."

There was a nonentary silence in which Case distinctly heard Juan Tootreego

whi speri ng, nose candy from Marvin ..."

"The trick," Malik went on, "is to concentrate on the reality projected through
the printed page. Every sentence is a signal fromanother world, a nervous
systemdifferent fromyours with which you can interface syner-getically ..
"You nean," Carol Christmas breathed huskily, "you were deliberately

brai nwashi ng yourself to believe in this Reader's Digest world?"

"Of course," Malik said, with an isn't-it-obvious shrug. "A single ego is a very
narrow vi ew of the world."

"Escape velocity," WIlians plunged onward to the stars, "that is, 18,000
empee-aitch, is the bursting of the waters, the endocrine nessage that the

pl anetary birth process is beginning ..."

"Everybody," Mary Margaret W/ debl ood announced, "this is Dr. Dashwood from San
Franci sco he studi es orgasns."

Dashwood, a pi pe-snoki ng ectonorph, fidgeted in their gaze.

"Yes, | know," cane the paranoid pipe of Marvin Gardens, always sounding a
little like Peter Lorre, "they all say |I'm exaggerating, but | tell youit's
real they are extraterrestrials and they control TV and the newspapers and all
the media ..."

Case began to think he was in a play, with everybody reading froma different

script.

JUAN TOOTREEGO. But why did you give the new planets such strange nanes?
BERTHA VAN ATION: Well, 1'm ol d-fashioned enough to be patriotic. | nean, why
shoul d everything in the sky have a Greek or Roman nane?

BENNY BENEDI CT: "Wo shit?" "You shit!"™ "Bullshit!"
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JUAN TOOTREEGO. | see. Like M. Benet, you have fallen in love with Anerican
nanes.
BERTHA VAN ATION. Well, yes, but | didn't call either of them Wunded Knee.

DRUNKEN WRI TER: Yeah, | renenber that fromwhen | was a kid in Kentucky. "Frank
shit!!"™ BULLSHIT!!!II" "wWo shit . . . ?"

WLLIAVS: ... A Jam Sandwi ch using No Peanuts Mayonnai se or d ue.

NEWION: My God, | just saw Bi gf oot on the bal cony.

W LDEBLOOD: Ch, that's Sinon Moon. He's a mathematician and quite harniess,
really.

MALIK: So in effect | becane M ddl e America. Bouncing off the printed page into
my retina, grok, decoded by nervous systemcircul ating through Menory Storage
the words forned a micro-Reader's Digest in nmy neurons. | honestly began to
worry about the dangers of prenmarital sex.

BENEDI CT: Nothing to conpare with the hazards of marital sex. Do you have any

i dea how nuch alinony |'m paying every nonth?

At that point, unfortunately, Case dozed off in his chair (one joint of

Col onbi an too many) and he never did find out about the man with no wife, no
horse, and no nust ache.

When he woke up nopst of the guests had left and Mary Margaret was telling Dr.
Dashwood about the burglars who had ransacked her apartnent |ast week. "The
worst part of it," she was saying, "was that they even took U ysses."

"Ch, were you very fond of hinP" Dashwood asked. He obviously thought she was
tal ki ng about a dog or cat.

Mary Margaret tittered, aware of the m sunderstanding. "U ysses was part of ne,"
she sai d.

Case got to his feet and nade his polite adieus. He couldn't stand any nore
anbiguity in one evening.

U ysses was actually Mary Margaret W/ debl ood's penis, which was now i n Dash
wood' s | aboratory-a fact which neither of themrealized.

Mary Margaret was not a born wonman (which was commonpl ace, since 51 percent of
the Terran primates qualified for it), but a nmanufactured worman. This was

sonet hing new and exotic. It had only been possible on that primtive planet for
around forty years.

Epi cene W debl ood, Mary Margaret's forner self, had been the bitchiest literary
critic in Manhattan, the nan that witers love to hate. H s aphorisns were known
and quoted everywhere in the world that was inportant by his own standards-i.e.,
fromSt. Mark's Place to 110th Street (East). Each W/I debl oodi smwas a pearl of
wit and a poison dart of nalice: "Nornan's nmiler-than-thou-attitude,"” "Either
McLuhan has had a divine vision or he is nerely incoherent, and it is obvious
that he has not had a divine vision," "lllumnatus is just two nursery

Ni et zsches daydream ng about a psychedelic Superman,” "Ni xon's nenoirs wll
never be placed beside Casanova's in the annals of anusing rascality, but they
may wel |l stand beside Mussolini's play about Napoleon in the archives of
stentorian dull ness."

W | debl ood had naned his penis U ysses way back in G| ganmesh Junior H gh Schoo

i n Babyl on, Long Island, where he grew up.

He naned it U ysses because it had Greek proclivities and a tendency to invade
dark, forbidden places.

W | debl ood was by no neans a sinple or unconplicated WoMan. The sex-change
operation had been only stage one in a plan to totally transformhinself. After
that, she intended to become a nun

By 1983 it was a sane and sensible decision for one living at the hot center of
New York intellectual life. Like the Southerners who think "damm Yankee" is one
word, W/ deblood's mlieu had | ong ago forgotten that "male chauvinist" was two
words. The slightest, kinkiest remmant of nasculinity was a definite handicap, a
suggesti on of possible viciousness-like nenbership in the John Birch Society,
owning a M ssissippi accent, or a conviction for a najor felony.

Besi des, W/ debl ood did urgently want to be a nun. A priest or even a nonk had a
certain arrogance in his very role qua priest or qua nonk, however passionately
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he might cultivate Total Subm ssion to the WIIl of God. Only a nun coul d
experience the true endl essness of humility.

W | debl ood, sinply, was tired of being the bitchiest nale in Manhattan. He
wanted to become the saintliest woman.

FOREVER

Joe Malik, the editor of Confrontation nagazi ne, published Justin Case's nusic
criticismonly because it confused (and, therefore, anused) him Like npost of
his readers, Joe couldn't nmake head or tail out of whatever it was that Case was
trying to say; but, unlike the readers- who were perpetually witing letters
protesting Case's baroque inscrutability-Joe enjoyed puzzles. Joe was a chess
puzzl e and | ogi cal paradox addict; like WIlliam S. Burroughs, he was perpetually
poring over the Mayan codices, trying to unscrew those inscrutable glyphs for

whi ch no Rosetta Stone has yet been found.

Three years earlier, in 1981, Joe had been a white-haired man who clearly showed
his sixty-odd years. Now, in 1983, he had jet-black hair again, a face free of
wrinkles, and could easily pass for a man in his early forties. This was because
he had started using the rejuvenation-longevity drug FOREVER as soon as it
appeared on the market. Fundanmentalist Christians and the People's Ecol ogy Party
(PEP) denounced FOREVER as bl asphenpbus and against God's will-"the ultimte
insanity of the rational-technological mnd," it had been called by Furbish
Lousewart V, who al nost defeated Hubbard in the 1980 el ection. Joe despi sed
religionists and ecol ogi sts and went on usi ng FOREVER Di ssident scientists
began reporting disastrous side effects of FOREVER when they gave it in
horse-doctor's doses to | aboratory mice; Joe renenbered the simlar
antimarijuana research of the sixties and seventies and went on usi ng FOREVER
ganbling that if there were anything wong with it, it wouldn't kill himbefore
a better rejuvenation drug was on the narket.

Joe hoped to be around for several hundred years and take advantage of Tine
Travel when it arrived to make Eternity accessible to manki nd. Above his desk at
Confrontation was a notto fromthe English biologist J. B. S. Hal dane which
succinctly summari zed Joe's view of the cosnps. It said:

THE UNI VERSE MAY BE NOT ONLY QUEERER THAN VE THI NK

BUT QUEERER THAN WE CAN THI NK

ALl EN SI GNALS

Carol Christmas, an aspiring actress who had not yet achieved better than
Of-Of-Broadway, was always a bit sensitive about her second source of income,
so she heard Joe Malik saying "no wife, no whores, no mustache." Qddly enough,

Bl ake WIliams, who was picking up parts of several conversations during his own
interstellar rap, also thought Malik was saying "no wife, no whores, no
mustache.” WIllians and Carol Christmas both heard Malik's expl anation through
the semantic carousel around them sonething like this:

MALI K: Premarital sex, mnd you. | was really terrified about the whol e younger
generation careening to hell in a handbasket with IUD s and condons sprinkling
on all sides. | began to see Commi e threats everywhere. Everybody | knew, all my

friends, the whole city of New York, seened foreign subversive unwhol esome. By
God, | was M ddle Anerica

"EGGS" BENEDI CT: "Joe shit!" "Bullshit!" "Who shit?"

"FI GS" NEWION: Alien signals. He said alien signals. ;?

WLLIAVS: . . . which is why we're all deviates. If ,' Mther DNA had wanted us
to be replicable units, She'd have made us insects instead of primates.
DASHWOOD: Wel |, actually science has been studying orgasnms for quite sone tine

now, but what's new about our work is certain psychol ogical intangibles. ... .!
CARCL CHRI STMAS. Marvin, has anyone seen Marvin.

BENEDI CT: Well if | were Viad | know who |'d inpale. .

CARCOL CHRI STMAS: Are you sure he isn't in the kitchen? Marvin, are you out here
in the kitchen?

MALI K: That was when | stopped the experinent. There | was, totally at one with
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M ddl e Anerica, totally inside the Reader's Digest, and then | cane to that
title: "No Wfe, No Wiores, No Miustache."

DASHWOOD: Shattering into atoms is nmale and undulating is fenmal e, but balloons
bursting is comobn to both.

MALIK: | closed the nagazine and threwit in the fire. The title was too good to
be ruined by an expl anati on

NATALI E DREST: Ooh | get that undulating a | ot especially when sone er guy is
you know giving me you . . . know . . . head.

DASHWOOD: Yes si xty-eight percent of the fermal es report an undul ati ng experience
during cunnilingus.

But at this point Wllians realized that he would never recapture the audience
previously listening to his outer-space theories, and he al so wanted sone air.
He edged crabwi se to the bal cony and stood breathing deeply, raising his eyes to
study the southern sky and then pick out the bright red glare of Sirius.

"I's Marvin out here on the bal cony?" asked a contralto. It was Carol Christnas.
"I"'mafraid not," WIlliams said. "I think he left the party already."

"Ch, did he take all the coke with hinP"

"l guess so."

Al one again, Blake WIlIlianms comruned briefly with the Big D pper and asked

hi nsel f what the hell Malik had been tal king about: No wi fe? No whores? No

nmust ache?

"WHO SHI T???" Benny Benedict was yelling inside.

The actual title of the Reader's Digest article had been "No Wfe, No Horse, No
Must ache, " not "No Wfe, No Wores, No Miustache." Joe Malik, as he had been
trying to explain anid the din of the WI debl ood soiree, had been engaged in
neur oprogranmm ng research, trying to becone one with the Reader s Digest, when
he found that wonderful title, which led himto i mediately abort the
experinment. He knew, intuitively, that the mystery of a title Iike that was much
better than the solution, the explanation of the title, could ever be.

Joe, whose experinments with hashish had al ways been gui ded by the sixth-circuit
met apr ogranmi ng theori es of Hagbard Celine, had brai nwashed hi nsel f on nunerous
occasions to becone one with not just the Reader's Digest, but with publications
and even cassette tapes put out by such organi zati ons as the John Birch Society,
Theosophy, the Trotskyists, various assassination buffs, UFO societies,

Buddhi sm the First Bank of Religiosophy, Scientific American, the Rosicrucians,
the Christian Anti-Communist Crusade, the Flat Earth Society, the M ssouri Synod
Lut herans, the Hernetic Order of the Gol den Dawn, and anybody and everybody who
lived in a tunnel-reality different fromthat of his environnent. Thus, where
nmost people | ook at the world through the grid of a single reality nap, Joe
Mal i k percei ved cosnmps through dozens of such grids, changing focus at wll.
This was not quite the no-ego experience of Zen, he would cheerfully admit, but
rather a nmultiego experience and therefore an alternative way to escape fromthe
stupidity of a single self.

Joe had | earned how to nove the walls of his neurological reality-tunnel, and
even how to wander from one tunnel to another wi thout being infected with
Chaneyitis, schizophrenia, nysticism or the other pathological forns of this
sixth-circuit Relativistic consciousness. >

He was one of the pioneers of the HEAD Revol ution

He called it a simulation of satori

Once, while very stoned, he had even gone so far as to call the experience

"l -opening. "

DEFECTI ON

How many Zen Masters does it take to change a |ight bul b?

Two: One to change it and one not to change it.

-Private Japes of M. G

NOVEMBER 23, 1983

"Defection,” said Roy Ubu. "That mnust be it."

Ubu was a darkish man: his hair was brown, his skin was tan, and he had a
penchant for brown suits with matching ci nnanon-colored ties and socks. He

| ooked about forty, but was actually sixty-eight. Like Joe Malik, Ubu had been
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usi ng FOREVER fromthe day it canme on the market.

"They're not in Russia or China," said Sylvia Goldfarb, Scientific Advisor to
the President. "You can forget all about that. W know everythi ng about them

t hese days."

"They couldn't have gone to Hell," Ubu ventured.

Sylvia Goldfarb rai sed a sardonic eyebrow. It had been a witless suggestion.
"They couldn't have," Ubu repeated, as if she had confirned his judgnment. "We
can rule that out."

Sylvia Goldfarb waited. There was sonething omnous in her waiting. Ubu cleared
hi s throat.

"Il put five men on it right away," he said.

The chair squeaked screeee as Ms. CGoldfarb | eaned forward inpatiently. "Five
won't do it," she said. "This is a priority investigation. W can't have over a
hundred scientists just di sappear off the face of the earth. Not when they're as
i nportant as these wonen and nen."

"The thing that | can't figure out," Ubu said, "is why now? There's never been
an administration so favorable to science-never so nany huge grants, not just
for work on the space-cities and |ife-extension, but in conmputers and
transplants and cloning and all over the shop. Wiy would a group of scientists
pick this tine to junp ship?"

Dr. Goldfarb smiled. "Well," she said, "I'Il tell you ny guess. They found
sonmething to investigate, sonmething that really excited them but unfortunately
sonmet hing too far out for the governnment, even in 1983. That's what | suspect,
and that's what | hope you'll find. But until we know for sure, we have to
assune that sonething dangerous nmay be afoot. Just find one of them M. Ubu,
and prove that she or he is doing sonething harm ess, and you will begin to take
a great load off ny nmind."

"Yes, ma'am" Ubu said, |ooking sharp.

He was thinking: This is going to be a pisscutter

One of President Hubbard's first acts on assuning office had been to abolish the
FBI -t hereby throwi ng Roy Ubu out of work

"The Anerican people survived one hundred fifty years w thout secret police
opening their mail and tapping their phones," Hubbard said. "They can survive
without it again."

Most of Ubu's col |l eagues fled Washi ngton, seeking enpl oynent in police
departnents and private detective agencies. Roy had stuck around, shrewdly
convi nced that he understood governnent better than Hubbard. Wthin a nonth he
was hired by the newly formed National Bureau of |nformation.

The ostensi bl e purpose of the NBI was to collect data for the Beast-G/B-666, the
conmputer that had virtually becone a fourth branch of governnment, since its
menory was searched before any inportant decision was nade.

Actual |y, since bureaucracies have | earned, |ike other gene pools, to survive
over aeons, the NBI replaced many of the functions of the FBI. This was so
intricately concealed in the budget figures that neither Hubbard nor any of her
cl ose advisors ever found it. (Bureaucracies do not die when terninated; they
change nanes: G | hool ey's First Fundanental Finding.)

Still, there was an inportant difference. Since Hubbard had abolished prisons,
the only citizens who had anything to fear from government were those
increasingly rare, bizarrely inprinted biots who comritted viol ence agai nst
others, and they were only sent to Hell.

MO Q
Rhesus nonkeys, |ike other higher primates, are intensely affected by their
soci al environnents-an isolated nonkey will repeatedly pull a lever with no

reward other than the sight of another mnonkey.
-edward wi | son, Soci obi ol ogy

DECEMBER 23, 1983:

Dr. Dashwood had been rather pensive and preoccupied at lunch that day, back at
Orgasm Research in San Franci sco

"So we take a guy like that-a neathead with no nore know edge of psychol ogy or
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ant hr opol ogy or sociology or nedicine or history or ethics or logic than he has
of nucl ear physics-and we give hima gun and a club and a can of mace and turn
him | oose, my God, to 'police' the rest of us. Insanity. Total insanity."

That was Dr. Mounty Babbit, the wi ggi est menber of Orgasm Research's staff, and,
like all too many scientists these days, a bit of a radical. Dr. Dashwood
hunched over his steak to avoid getting drawn into the di scussion

"You want to disarmthe police, like in England?" old Dr. Heynan asked. Heyman
was still cashing in on the fact that he had once worked with Kinsey and

ot herwi se had nothing to recormend himto any enpl oyer. "Wuld never work here.
Ameri cans don't have the respect for Law and Order that Britons do."

"Well, then," Babbit said calmy, "armthe public. Make sure everybody has a gun
and knows how to use it. Even up the odds sonme way or other."

"Rubbi sh!" Heyman cried. "That would | ead to sheer anarchy."

Dr. Dashwood painfully concentrated on his watery nmashed pot at oes.

"How s Three-A?" a soft contralto asked him It was Dr. Harriet Hopgood, aware
that the boss was bored by the political discussion. Three-A was part of the
code-the research subjects were never nentioned by nane in any conversation-and
it designated the young lady in |aboratory Three, Ms. Rhoda Chi ef.

"Very inpressive," Dr. Dashwood said. "She had reached twenty-three when | broke
for lunch, and she was still going strong. | |left Jones in charge."
"Twenty-three," Dr, Babbit said. "lIncredible."

"A nost inpressive worman," Dr. Hopgood added, a tone of envy creeping into her
voi ce. Dr. Dashwood darted a glance at her plunp face and quickly | ooked away
agai n; she was transparently wi stful

Just then Dr. Dashwood's secretary appeared at the table. "A tel egram cane for
you," she said. "I thought it mght be inportant."”

When Dr. Dashwood tore open the envel ope, he was confronted with a rather
curious nessage

Ki ng Kong died for your sins.

Ezra Pound.

font FACE="Ti mes New Roman" S| ZE="3" COLOR="#000000">

Ezra Pound, thought Dr. Dashwood, now where have | heard that nanme before? Then
it came to him that fell ow who called at an enbarrassi ng nmonent this norning,
fromthe Fernando Poop Committee (or was it the Hernando Foof Committee?). He

| ooked again at the idiotic nessage. My God, he thought, sone dam crank is
trying to put ne on.

Ezra Pound had cal | ed when Rhoda was reachi ng her third thunderous orgasm and
Dr. Dashwood had been on the edge of forgetting all professional ethics and

sei zing her hinself. It had been a weird phone call-all about the plight of

G ovani Qops or some such pl ace.

Fortunately, Rhoda's orgasns since then had been- conparatively-tepid. Dr.
Dashwood had resuned his professional persona, although he was a little bit
spacey.

"l heard a runor that they've got one hundred ninety-eight gorillas working as
cops in Chicago," Munty Babbit went on

Dashwood was getting annoyed. "Freud," he said coolly, "had an interesting

t heory about what notivates fear of the police."

That put a danper on the conversation, and Dr. Dashwood soon regretted it.
Wthout the distraction of Babbit's baiting of old Heyman, nothing prevented
Dashwood's mind if fromcircling back, again and again, to the |ovely Rhoda,
nude, drawi ng the King Kong fourteen-incher into her in seemngly intermnably
ecstasy. Like an arrow, like Uysses itself, his nmnd plunged toward that

gol den-haired and juicily noist little honey-snatch, hot with twenty-three

or gasns.

Sci ence, he reminded hinself, is eternal self-discipline.

But the old Latin joke canme back to him Penis erectus non conpos nentis; a
stiff prick knows no conscience.

O Glileo and Darwin, did you have days |ike this?

WASHY
NOVEMBER 30, 1983
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The NBI had assenbl ed a conpl ete dossier on the m ssing George Washi ngton Carver
Bridge, the first scientist to disappear after |eaving governnment enpl oy.

Ubu had all the facts about Dr. Bridge that had ever been recorded. He knew t hat
Bri dge had been born June 16, 1953, in Bad Ass, Texas, and wei ghed ni ne pounds,
three ounces at the time. He knew that Bridge's Social Security Nunmber was
121-23-1723, his GAB nunber 345-36-5693, and his sexual penchant was for

i ght-skinned Black or Oriental wonmen with coll ege degrees who woul d wear bl ack
| ace bras while he pronged them He knew that Bridge had a B.A from M skatonic
University in Black Studies, an MS. fromthe same source in Sociobiol ogy, and a
Ph.D. fromthe University of Ingolstadt in Primatol ogy. He knew that Bridge had
been baptized three tines-once at the age of two weeks, by the Afro-Methodists
via total subnersion, again at the age of fourteen by the Roman Catholics by
wetting the brow, and a third tine at the age of seventeen by the Ku Kl ux Kl an
with a pail of cow piss. He knew that Dr. Bridge had | eft Bad Ass one nonth

| ater and never returned. He knew that Dr. Bridge had studied or worked in
Arkham Massachusetts, New York City, Los Angeles, Ingolstadt, Bavaria, the
Transyl vani an section of Hungary, Washington, D.C., and Berkel ey.

He knew that Dr. Bridge was called "Washy" by his classnates at M skatonic

He knew several thousand sinilar things, none of them helpful in any way toward
expl ai ning why Dr. Bridge had di sappeared off the face of the earth at the head
of a parade of sinilar disappearees which now nunbered 167. "I knew this case
woul d be a pisscutter,” Ubu said, contenplating his data.

The one fact not recorded about Dr. Bridge, and the whole key to his subsequent
behavi or, was the fact that he had, on Novenber 23, 1971, |ooked into the

i nfanobus Necrononi con of Abdul Al hazred, in the Gernman translation of Von Junzt
(Das Veri chteraraberbuch, Ingol stadt, 1848).

Bridge, not Dr. Bridge then, but just Washy, had been turned on to his odd

vol ume by the M skatonic librarian, Doris Horus, who knew he took his Bl ack

St udi es seriously. There was one sentence in Das Verichteraraberbuch that turned
everything around in Dr. Bridge's head. The sentence was

Gestorben ist nicht, was fir ewig ruht, und nit unbekannten Aonen nmag sogar der
Tod noch sterben.

HOVES ON LEGRANGE

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

The original idea for the L5 space-cities had emerged from Professor Gerard

O Neill and a group of his students at Princeton in 1968. The nobtion was so
radical that it took over five years to get it into print, in Physics Today, in
1973.

Professor O Neill had sinply asked his students a rather basic question-one

whi ch occurs inevitably on every planet which evol ves beyond t he boom and- bust
cycle of planetside life. O Neill asked:

Is the surface of a planet the right place for an expandi ng technol ogi ca
civilization?

Once the question had been asked, the correct answer was, of course,

i nescapabl e.

Among the synptons indicating that C osed System planetary industry would have
to be transformed into Open System pl anet ary-and-extrapl anetary industry were
the foll ow ng:

Rapi d exhaustion of the fossil fuels on Terra, leading to a desperate search for
new energy sources; The virtually linmtless solar energy in space;

Ri si ng popul ati on and increasing longevity, |eading to an inevitable new period
of swarm ng;

Growi ng pollution and ecol ogi cal inbal ance, caused by the attenpt to provide
energy fromterrestrial sources for this increasing primte popul ati on;

The Revol ution of Ri sing Expectations-a sociol ogical phenonenon brought on by
the scientific-technol ogi cal advances of the previous two centuries-which caused
the mpjority of primates to claimthey had the right to a decent standard of
l'iving;

The failure of the Revolution of Lowered Expectations, after the snmarter
primates realized that | owered expectati ons nmeant starvation for the majority of
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the pl anet;

The Hunger Project started by a circuit-five prinmate named Erhard, who

encour aged people to believe starvation could be elim nated;

The continuous influence of a circuit-six primte named R Buckmi nster ("Bucky")
Full er, who insisted the primte brain was designed "for total success in

Uni ver se";

And, finally, the debacle of terrestrial-based nuclear energy plants, which
continually caused havoc in their environments, and which eventually pronpted
sonme of the primates to renmenber that a science-fiction witer, Robert Anson
Heinlein, had foreseen all this in a 1940s story, "Bl ow ups Happen," and

provi ded the solution- noving the nuclear plants into space.

By 1984 over a third of Terra's industrial plants had been noved, as O Neil
foresaw, into the L5 area-Legrange point 5 where the gravity fields of earth
and noon are bal anced. The col oni sts even had a thene song, invented by another
science-fiction witer, Robert Anson WIlson, in a book called The Universe Next
Door. The song was "HOMES on Legrange."

A VI SI TOR FROM FAI RY LAND

"Participation" is the incontrovertible new concept given by quantum nechani cs;
it strikes down the term "observer" of classical theory, the man who stands
safely behind a thick glass wall and watches what goes on without taking part.
That can't be done, quantum mechani cs says.

-wheel er, msner, & thorne, Gavitation

MAY 1, 1934:

"They call it liberalismand socialism the bastards, but really it's their own
brand of highway robbery. They been after nme and Henry Ford and every

i ndependent in the country for a hell of a long tine. You renmenber all this,
son; you renenber what your father told you. It's a big fortune the Crane

hol dings and they're going to be trying to take it away fromyou, just |ike
they're trying to take it away fromnme. | earned every penny of it, when
invented ORGASMOR, and | don't aimto let themtake it away fromnme or fromyou
You just renenber why all the bankers are Rosenfelt liberals, son; you renenber
who your real enemies are and don't think it's those idiot socialists and ot her
cranks |ike Townsend, with his thirty dollars every Thursday. It's those kike
bankers who want the whole pie and are just using Rosenfelt as a pawn."

That was ol d Crane, Tom Crane, the man who invented ORGASMOR, talking to his
son, Hugh, in Central Park, where sweet birds sang. Tom Crane was nore di nosaur
than primate: a tough, unsentinmental reptile whose wealth was based on a

swi ndl e, pure and sinple. He never explicitly claimed in any advertisenent that
ORGASMCR created nore orgasns-just that it was "deliciously enticing" and
"stinulating to all body cells and tissues" and the PDA never succeeded in
proving that his agents had planted the popul ar nythology attributing lubricity
to a product not very different in chemical content from Coca-Cola. A strict
constructionist would certainly say that Crane's custoners were bei ng defrauded.
"It doesn't poison anybody," old Crane al ways answered such nitpickers.

In fact, Hugh Crane-who was only ten in 1934 and woul d reach twel ve before he

di scovered that the actual pronunciation of the President's nanme was
Roosevelt-was only partially listening to his father's ranbling diatribe. He had
heard all of it before, many tines, and besides, the Mysterious Tranp was much
nore interesting.

The Mysterious Tranp, perhaps a visitor fromfairy | and, was stopping each
person who passed and asking them sonething. They all shook their heads and

wal ked by rapidly. This was puzzling to little Hugh: If the answer was negative,
why did the Tranp keep asking the question? Didn't he believe the people who had
al ready answered? Was he offering a chance to cross the boundary into nmagic
space and were they all too timd to try?

"You see, son, Rosenfelt and the Rhodes scholars have it all sliced up and they
have to get rid of people |ike ne. " Tom Crane was still ranbling along his
own paranoi d yell owbrick road when they finally cane abreast of the Tranp. Hugh
|istened eagerly to catch the Mystery Question
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"Hey mister could you spare a dine | haven't eaten in three days mster hey
listen mster "

"Get a job," said old Crane, wal king faster. "You see, son, that's the kind of
good-for-nothing | oafer who's destroying this country."

But the boy who was to becone Cagliostro the Escape Artist |ooked back and saw
the Mysterious Tranp falling to the ground very slowy |like a tree he had seen
fall slowy after being chopped by the caretaker at the Crane country honme out
on Long Island, and just like the tree, when he finally reached the sidewalk,
the Tranp didn't nove at all, not one bit, and even seened to get stiff like the
tree did, only faster.

SPOCK? SPOCK? SPOCK?

DECEMBER 23, 1983

VWil e Dr. Dashwood was worrying about the sinister Ezra Pound in San Franci sco
and Mary Margaret W/ de-bl ood was preparing for her party in New York, a black
gi ant named "Rosey" Stuart was struggling with a vacation meno in the Pussycat
of fice in Chicago.

"This is the worst piece of idiocy |I've ever seen," he conmplained to his
secretary. "It looks like it was witten by a conputer having a nervous
breakdown. Listen to this gibberish: 'Haifa man-day shall not be equal to half a
day unless the man is actually in the office for the full day, or half of a ful
day, as the case may be. (This also applies to femal e enpl oyees.)' Wat the
ring-tailed ranbling hell does that nean?"

"Do you want me to call Personnel and ask sonmebody to explain it?" asked the
secretary, Marlene Murphy, a pert little redhead who coul d neither type nor take

dictation well, but held her job because she fit the Pussycat image.
"Besides," Stuart went on grumbling, "it contradicts the vacati on neno we got
| ast week."

"That one was a hoax," Marlene explained patiently. "Some crank got in at night
and ran it off on a Xerox machine as sone kind of practical joke."

"Well, Jesus on a wubber cwutch,” Stuart conplained, imtating El mer Fudd, "it
made nore sense than this one.”

Mar | ene shrugged sympathetically. "This is the one we've got to live with."
Stuart shook his head wearily. "Wat kind of world is it where the reality is
wei rder than the satire?”

There was no obvious answer to that. "Do you want me to call Personnel ?" Marl ene
r epeat ed.

"Hell, no!" Stuart exclained. "Don't agitate that pit of ding-dongs. Just put me
down for the first three weeks in July, and if they tell me | can't have it,
I"ll go over their heads and talk to Sput." Stan Sputnik was the founder of the
Pussycat enpire and still acted as both Managi ng Editor and Publisher, as well
as enbodyi ng the Pussycat inmage in all his highly publicized acts and deeds.
Stuart crunbled the vacation nmenp and threw it in the wastebasket.

"What's next?" he asked.

"Dr. Dashwood. About the interview"

"Ch, yes," Stuart said, turning his chair to | ook out the window "Call his
secretary and see if he's in."

VWil e Marl ene went outside to her desk to place the call, Stuart |ooked out over
Chicago thinking of his rapid rise in the Pussycat enpire. Born in Chicago's
South Side ghetto-his full name was Franklin Del ano Roosevelt Stuart-he had
originally followed the usual predatory life-script of inpoverished al pha mal es.
But his second prison termhad throwmn himinto contact with a nost peculiar cel
mat e-a sel f-proclaimed Sufi and master of all forns of Persian magick. "Rosey”
Stuart came out of prison convinced he could do anything, acquired a degree in
literature fromHarvard in record time, and started the G eat Novel about the

Bl ack Experience in Anerica.

About then both racismand poverty were becom ng obsolete, and selling a first
novel was as hard as ever. Stuart had been toiling at Pussycat for five years,
di ckering with a novel about a parallel universe where racismstill existed and
a mal i gnant bl ack magici an takes over the country by denonically possessing the
body of the white President.
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Last year the staff of Pussycat had quadrupl ed. Sput Sputnik had grown annoyed
by the ever-increasing nunber of imtations of his Illustrated Fantasy Book for
Onani sts. Every editor at every conpetition publication had been hired away at a
juicy salary increase.

Pussycat suddenly had six Senior Editors, twelve Associate Editors, twenty-four
Assistant Editors, and thirty Junior Editors. The other publishers found

t hensel ves confronting deadlines with nobody left on their staffs. Two went
bankrupt; one commtted suicide; the others took a year to get back in gear
agai n.

"Business is business," said Sput. He liked to think of hinself as a tough,
hard-drivi ng businessman, as well as the twentieth century's |eading

phi | osopher, the superstud of every girl's tender dreans, the hero of the free
press, the foe of bigotry and intol erance everywhere, and the world's

unacknow edged Master Psychol ogist. If he had known there was such a thing as
pi e-eating chanpi on, he would have ainmed for that title also. He considered

hi nsel f a Renai ssance Man.

Al 't hough Stuart had advanced from Junior Editor to Senior Editor in spite of
this conpetition, he hardly knew Sput at all. Sput never cane to the offices,
preferring to work in his mansion in Manhattan, and Stuart saw himonly on the
rare occasi ons when he was called upon to fly to New York for a conference.
Those conferences tended to be a bit much. Like certain novie actors who are

al ways "on," even when nowhere near a soundstage, Sput was as deternined to
inpress his editors as he was to overwhel mthe whole world. For years, he had

i nsisted on playing chess during conferences, keeping an inpoverished
grandrmaster on hand for a stiff conpetition; since the grandmaster knew which
side his bread was buttered on, Sput always won. He had gotten this idea froma
very inaccurate historical novel about Napoleon, in which the little Corsican
soci opath was portrayed as playing nasterful chess while discussing mlitary
strategy with his generals and the Napol eonic | egal code with his judges.

More recently Sput had read a novel about Nero. The effect was even nore

di sconcerting than trying to talk with himwhile he |aboriously evaded an

obvi ous Noah's Ark trap. He was seated behind his desk receiving a bl ow job when
Stuart had been ushered into his presence the last time. It was unnerving.

"You wanted to discuss the interview subjects for the next six nonths?" Stuart
asked, taking his seat and noting that the erotic technician kneeling before the
Great Man was a recent Pussyette fromthe mag's foldout. In fact, she was the
first to appear, not in an ordinary crotch shot (they were now beconmni ng
commonpl ace, not only in Pussycat, but inits imtators), but in a randy

| owangl e crotch shot in which her vulva lips could clearly be seen pouting
beneath the pubic hair. Stuart had been curious as to how that effect was
obt ai ned and asked the chief photographer, "Were you rubbing her off just before
you snapped that ?"

"Nah," was the laconic answer. "W tried that, but the lips still weren't

vi si bl e enough. W ended up stuffing her snatch full of my hashish stash."
"Lawd! " Stuart was astoni shed, and dropped back to his nother tongue.

"That's why she had that far-gone |look in her eyes. Stoned out of her head by
the tine we got it all out of her again. Bet you didn't know it was possible to
get high that way."

"Wonder what it would be like to navigate her geography right after the hash
cane out," Stuart said thoughtfully.

"Whul dn't know, " the photographer sighed. "Sput put an exclusive on her soon as
he saw the test shots."

Now she kneel ed, nude and covered with sone kind of oil that Sput had read about
in the Nero book, and carefully licked his wi ngwang up and down whil e he,
imtating supercool, went over the interview list.

"Don't want President Hubbard," he said. "She's too controversial."

"But dammit, Sput, our interviews are supposed to be controversial!" Stuart
seened to recall saying that at each of these conferences

"Not that controversial," Sput said. "The intellectuals all hate her because
she's a scientist.* Now, here, Jane

*Terran Archives 2803: At the tine of this conedy those prinates who specialized
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in verbal manipulations of the third neurological circuit forned a gene-poo
separate fromthose who specialized in mathematical nani pul ations. The forner,
controlling the verbal environnent, had dubbed thenselves "the intellectuals."
Fonda and Tinmothy Leary, they're good. But, Jesus H Christ, Robert Anson

Wl son, for Chrissake-he's a fucking science-fiction witer!"

"W interviewed Vonnegut," Stuart said, watching the |ady's head bobbing up and
down at Sput's crotch.

"Yeah, but his books are serious. That's different," Sput said, breathing a bit
heavily by now. "Besides, everybody says The Universe Next Door drives people
wi ggy and makes them becone nudi sts or Buddhi sts or sonething. That kind of
trouble we don't need. And one science-fiction witer in five years is enough,
al ready. (Gently, doll, gently!) | see you don't have the Attorney General on
the list yet."

"It's the same as ever," Stuart explained, noting that the girl's hand was
sneaki ng down her belly into her crotch. "She just won't give us an interview.
She still says we're a dirty nmgazine."

"Damit, we never go beyond contenporary comrunity standards,
hurt. "That old bitch is a bigot."

"Well, bigot or not, she won't give us an interview"

Sput protested,

"Fascist reactionary old bat," Sput funed. "Soneday |'Il-" Then he bri ghtened.
"Listen, doll," he said to the girl at his feet. "You're the Attorney
General-now really go to it, like a fucking vacuumcleanerl" The girl's head

began bobbi ng faster, and Sput slouched back a bit, smiling contentedly.
"Reactionary WASP hitch," he nuttered. "That's right, take it, take it all, you
foe of the First Amendment!"

"Er-Dr. Francis Dashwood," Stuart pronpted

"Very good, very good." Sput was whispering, as if toking a nmarijuana cigarette.
"You Gestapo pig, " he added to the girl at his feet.

"How about Jacki e Kennedy Onassi s?"

"Yeah, yeah, class," Sput said vaguely. He was beginning to trenble a bit. "Wo
el se you got?" he whispered, trenbling nore

"Dr. Spock."

"Spock?" Sput asked. Then he repeated, shrilly, "Spock? Spock! SPOCK!???!" He
was coning, Stuart realized with an enbarrassed twinge. "Swallow it," Sput was
roaring. "Swallowit, you wire tapper!"”

It was a distracting conference all around, Stuart thought, renenbering.

His secretary was at his door. "I finally located Dr. j Dashwood," she said,
this hone. He's on the phone." |

Stuart picked up his phone, saying, "Ah, good afternoon, Dr. Dashwood. It's a
great pleasure to speak to you."

"I's this on the level ?" cane a tense voice. "You' re not involved with that Poop
or Foof place, are you?"

Stuart was dunbfounded. Could the head of the best-known sex research

organi zation in Anerica be a paranoid nut? "I am speaking to Dr. Francis
Dashwood?" he asked carefully.

"Yes, yes-but how can | be sure who |I'm speaking to?"

"Well," Stuart said, "if you have your doubts, call ne back. Go through
information, to check the number, and | then have the Pussycat sw tchboard put
you on ny line. That shoul d convince you."

"I''"l'l do just that," the doctor said. "A lot of damed peculiar things are
happeni ng today. | want to be sure you' re not sonme cohort of that Ezra Pound
character." He hung up abruptly.

Ezra Pound, Stuart thought, benused. The doctor thinks a dead poet and folk
singer is plotting against him

An absolute nut of the first water. Areal signifyin' nmad scientist.

Qoviously, this would require great care. Dashwood couldn't just be discarded as
an interview subject for being batty; he was too big a name. The interview woul d
go ahead, but Dashwood woul d be handl ed with kid gl oves.

The phone buzzed, and he picked it up.

"Dr. Dashwood is back on the line," his secretary said

at

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (87 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:41 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

"Put himthrough." He waited, then said, "Dr. Dashwood?"

"Well, | guess it really is you," the voice said. "Please excuse nme. A man in ny
sensitive field-cranks and schi zophrenics wondering around | oose ..."

"Yes, yes, | quite understand," Stuart said, rolling his eyes toward the
ceiling. "Poets always have harbored nasty grudges." He had no doubt that the
doctor was as goofy as a waltzing nouse.

HOW THE TERRAN PRI MATES WERE DOMVESTI CATED

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

Presi dent Hubbard had abol i shed poverty through a plan which she called the RICH
econony.

RI CH neani ng Ri sing Income through Cybernetic Honeostasis.

This was a diabolically clever schene to abolish all forns of human | abor except
the nost creative-i.e., those frontal -1 obe nmetaprogramm ng circuits which have
evol ved last in evolution and surpass the nmechanical old four-circuit primte
brain functions.

O course it had been theoretically possible to abolish nost nmechanical | abor
since about 1948, when a very cunning prinmate mathematician, Norbert Wi ner,
noted that self-correcting (cybernetic) machi nes woul d soon be able to nonitor
whol e factori es.

Even earlier a netaprogramm ng-circuit Geek primate, Aristotle, had observed
that it would be possible to abolish slavery "when the | oom and ot her machi nes
becone sel f-nmanagi ng. "

Terran prinmates had continued slavery over the generations, despite the
increasing distress this caused their homnid third and fourth (semantic and
moral) circuits, sinply because nmachi nes could not yet manage thensel ves. As
many a primate Utopian had redi scovered in chagrin, under primtive planetary
conditions, "sonmebody has to do the shit-work." The nost appealing solution to
el ecting that sonebody was to i nvade a weaker nei ghboring tribe and bring back a
group of biots who could be donesticated

Thi s had been done so often that there was no homi nid pack on Terra that did not
show the effects of donestication and slave nentality, a fact first noted by a
dour German prinmate naned N etzsche

In Unistat, due to the strong encouragenent of individualistic third- and
fourth-circuit (semantic-noral) functions, slavery had grown so repugnant that
it was formally "abolished" within a century after the formation of the pack
constitution; it lingered on through inertia in the formof "wage slavery,"
which required that all primtes not born into the sixty famlies that "owned"
al nost everything would have to "work" for those famlies or their corporations
in order to get the tickets (called "noney") which were necessary for survival
This slave nentality was so entrenched in the donesticated primtes that
cybernation advanced very slowy in the first thirty years after Wi ner

di scovered it would be possible to abolish primate toil. Al the inportant

pri mat e bands-the al pha nal e corporations, the prinmate trade unions, the primate
council or "governnent," the primate totemcults or "churches"-believed that the
traditional domesticated caste systemwas the only possible system under which
primates could live. Even the Red primates shared this delusion, differing only
in their ideas about distribution of resources.

Presi dent Hubbard bol dly chall enged this donesticated primte thought-form by
announci ng that everybody who could be replaced by a machi ne woul d be repl aced
by a machi ne.

It seened |like the end of the world to the primates, at first.

It turned out to be only the end of poverty.

AN APPROXI MATE SI MULATI ON OF | NSANI TY

"Any false or partially false prem se extended with accurate logic will generate
an approxi mate sinulation of insanity." Crossing Broadway at Seventy-second
Street, still lecturing, it was Blake WIIians.

"Yes, yes, of course, Professor, but if you'll listen a nonent to what |I'm
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trying to say," Natalie Drest protested.

"But you see, young | ady, nost of the prem ses of our current religious,
scientific, and philosophical thinking nust be false, or partially false, as
judged by a nore advanced civilization. Wiat would a H gher Intelligence nake of
our doctrines of transubstantiation or charmed quarks or the categorica

i mperative?"

"Well, yeah, but, professor
"Then, dammit, will you listen? Mdst of our beliefs and behavior wll appear
clinically insane to a Higher Intelligence viewing this planet."

"Sure, it's all relative, | know that, but, Professor ..."

"Look," Dr. WIllianms said with crushing finality, "do you want to fuck, or don't
you?"

Her answer was drowned out by a siren racing up R verside Drive.

"What ?"

"I said, | been tryna tell you for ten blocks, Professor, I'mstill getting over
a case of the clap ..."

"That's quite all right, ny dear," Blake WIIlianms pronounced suavely. "I'ma
broad- m nded man. | understand t he exuberance of youth, the powerful hornones
coursing through your vibrant young bl oodstream the noble refusal of your
generation to regard the taboos of old as binding upon the free spirits of the
1980s, and besides, |'ve reached the age at which |I'mnot horny every night of
the year. You are still invited to cone along to ny hunble digs and listen to ny
old Joan Baez records."

"CGee, Professor, you know what you are? You're cool. You' re not sexist at all."
"Urn, yes, thank you, ny dear. |I'mjust getting old, actually. Now, about the

Ei nst ei n- Rosen- Podol sky gedan- kenexperinent ..."

DANCI NG PHOTONS
The intellectual love of things consists in understanding their perfections.
-spi noza

Li nda Lovel ace, a projection of light traveling 186,000 mles per second through
filmof events that actually transpired in Manm years before, is taking first
one inch of Harry Reens's penis, then two, three, five, the whole incredible
nine inches, and paranoid little Marvin Gardens, hunched in his seat, overcoat
in lap, snorts the last of his coke.

It was the forty-fourth tine Marvin had seen Deep Throat and the twenty-third
time on coke, and under the overcoat his hand was nagically transformng into
Linda's nouth again, that separate reality where the dancing photons on the
screen and the synergizing synapses in his brain joined to produce nore than 3-D
better than Technicolor realer than real God yes higher than a kite oh Lord.
Marvin was having a rare happy nonment in which the extraterrestrial invasion
wasn't worrying him

He, Harry Reens, is about to cone, and Marvin Gardens, too, wondering in one
corner of his mnd about the eternity of protoplasm because when he conies
she'll take it out of her nouth and-splat!-he'll shoot all over her face. Marvin
is waiting, but take an anpeba now does it die when it splits? Are there two new
anpebas or is it two selves where there was one self before? God, she's got all
of it now, faster, call them Krazy and Ignatz say, nowis Krazy the first anpeba
and Ignatz a twin or are both of themstill Krazy, two Krazies instead of one?
Jeez, right I down her throat now, and when they split again we have four, she's
l'icking the head now ah that's good and about to swallow it all again, call them
say Groucho Chico Harpo and Zeppo, which is the original anpbeba or are they all
are anpebas really immortal then? Now now here it cones now one anpeba dividi ng
forever now going on and on for all eternity now a single explosion of DNA seed
now now ah Christ Christ yes now now now yes Eternal God oh good

"Bl ake WIllianms had a menonic for ny discovery," Bertha Van Ation was excitedly
telling Juan Tootreego as they passed the DEEP THROAT narquee. "Mother Very
Easily Made a Jam Sandw ch Using No Peanuts, Mayonnaise, or due. See? Mercury
Venus Earth ..."

But about those anpebas: Marvin Gardens, nore relaxed now, is buttoning his coat
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and heading for the exit. Linda Lovelace continues to schlurp and suck on the
screen behind him but he is deciding that after the first split there are two
anoebas, of course, but should you call themchildren of the first anoeba-hi mor
her or it? And after the second split there are four. After the third split,

ei ght. Nowhere does the phase change denoted by the synbol "death" appear to
have occurred. |Is one of the eight third-generati on anpebas the origi nal anpeba
(himor her or it), or are all of themthe original ? And how does 8 = 4 = 2 = 1,
anyhow?

Mar kof f Chaney was about to have a dream cone true. He was renting his old room
at the YMCA on Chicago Avenue again, using it as a base for further
anti-Dashwood activities. He had gone for a wal k, and as he approached the
intersection of Mchigan and Lake Shore Drive, he was thinking about a new

| etterhead that woul d say FRATERNAL ORDER OF HATE GROUPS and have Robert Wel ch,
Abby Hof fman, Anita Bryant, and George Wallace |isted as officers. Perhaps he

m ght add Natalie Drest and nake her "Chairperson of the Board."

"Hsst!" a voice said. "You-yeah, you, shorty." The nmidget stiffened and whirled
around. "Hssst!" he said, "You-yeah, you, asshole."

"Hey, no offense," the speaker said. "I got a business proposition for you." The
m dget | ooked at himsharply; he didn't look at all as shady and unsavory as a
person should | ook who was offering a business proposition on the corner to a
total stranger.

"What are you selling?" he asked. "Not selling,
"G ving away. One hundred fifty dollars."

"And what do | have to do for it?" the midget asked warily, drawing a little

cl oser.

"I'ma butler," the man said-and, in fact, he did not ook |ike butlers the

m dget had seen in novies. His face was rmuch | onger fromthe nose down than nost
people's; it gave hima permanent | ook of one who snells sonething but hasn't
found it yet. Modst Chicagoans, Chaney had noticed, |ook Iike they'd just found
it and it was worse than they'd inagined. "The lady | work for is very rich. And
very eccentric." He tried to | eer suggestively; the effect was |ike a bishop

wi nki ng. "She has a thing about m--- . . . about you people of |ess than
average stature." Markoff Chaney felt his heart |leap. Could it be true??

"One hundred fifty dollars?"

"That's right. She gets these noods and sends ne out |ooking every so often.”
"I"mgame," the midget said, deciding. He could feel the pulse in his tenple. Au
revoir, ma cherie, he thought, firmy convinced that was French for "good-bye to
virginity."

"There's just one thing," the butler said as they wal ked al ong. "You' ve got to
do just what | tell you. Don't be afraid; she's not a real kink-no whips and
chains or anything of that scene-but, well, her tastes are a little peculiar. |
promi se you won't be hurt."

"Tell nme," the midget said.

"It's like a little drama or charade,
expl ai ned certain things.

"What ?" the midget asked. "I don't get to fuck her?"

"But it will be enjoyable, nonetheless,” the butler said, "and you collect one
hundred fifty snmackers for it, renenber."

"Ch, well," Chaney said, quoting one of his basic axions for Guerrilla Ontol ogy,
"insanity is another viable alternative."

the friendly giant said.

the butler said, |owering his voice. He

JUST LI KE METHOD ACTI NG

In an apartnment in the east village off St. Mark's Pl ace, Tibetan posters and
astrol ogical charts gaze down on the couch where Joe Malik and Carol Christmas
are engaged in erotonetaphysical epistenology.

Getting a hand inside her panties was easy enough and Joe Malik thought he was
honme free, but then a snag appeared, an enotional problemthat verged on
full-blown lunacy; it had to do with Carol's third ex-husband, a Puerto Rican
poet who clainmed to be a Santaria initiate, whatever that was, and couldn't
adjust to New York. He said that magi c was inpossible in New York because the
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intelligentsia were all Jewi sh atheists-"but |'mnot a Jew sh atheist," Joe
protested, "I'man Arab agnostic," wondering what the hell this had to do with a
sinple lay, but Carol's third husband, who might as well have been on the couch
with them also said that Carol could help himto wite again if she believed in
magi c, and it wasn't nmuch different from being an actress, anyway; Santari a,
whatever it is, is just |like nethod acting, Carol explained, but Joe was
meanwhi l e fromthe context deciding it was nore |ike Christian Science, but what
it all came down to, the hand out of her panties by now, since to pressure her
at this point would be coercive and chauvinistic, of course, the Puerto Rican
bunof asitch had put a |l oa on her when they separated and she couldn't rel ax
until they did an exorcismof the apartnment. . . . "Oh, bleeding Christ!" Joe
gasped, both balls |ike boul ders.

"I't'"s just like nmethod acting, honey," Carol repeated hopefully.

\cfO

"You nmean," Natalie, dressed, asked, awed and full of hashish, "that this

what chamaccul um this state vector, collapses every which way?"

"No, no, no," Blake WIlians hastens to correct. "That's only the
Everett-Weel er- Gaham nodel, and it's obviously nonsense. It neans that in the
uni verse next door, Furbish Lousewart is President instead of Eve Hubbard. Pure
science fiction and |, um wonder what Everett, Weeler, and G aham were snoking
when they thought of it. What I'mtrying to explain, ny dear, is the nost

pl ausi bl e alternative theory, which cones fromtaking Bell's Theoremliterally."
"The ripple theory," Natalie pronpted.

"But the ripples are all-over-the-universe-at-once," WIIlians explai ned agai n.
"It's called the Quantum I nseparability Principle, or QUP. Dr. Nick Herbert
calls it the Cosnmic due."

"Just like ripples in a pond, Jeez." Natalie Drest was benused. "Parts of us are
still interacting with Joe Malik and all the other people at the party. This is
super heavy. "

"Yes, but QU P acts nonlocally in tinme as well as in space," WIlIlianms went on
"You' ve got to think of tine ripples, as well as space ripples, to grok the
quant um wor | d. "

THE COPENHAGEN | NTERPRETATI ON

There is a sharp di sagreenent anong conpetent nen as to what can be proved and
what cannot be proved, as well as an irreconcil abl e divergence of opinion as to
what is sense and what is nonsense.

-eric tenple bell. Debunking Science

There was nothing really weird about Blake WIIlians, except that he was
passionately in love with a dead man. This great, if somewhat bizarre, passion
was entirely platonic, of course-nothing queer about good old Doc WIIians,
except his head. Wth his six-foot frame, his neatly trinmed gray beard, and his
heavy bl ack-ri mmed spectacles, WIllians was the very nodel of a nodern mgjor
generalist. Due to the incident of the Gansevoort Street incinerator, he had

| earned to keep his nouth shut about his nore outl andi sh i deas and obsessi ons.
The man Blake WIllians | oved was Ni el s Bohr, the physicist who had chosen the
Taoi st yin-yang as his Coat of Arns when knighted by the Dani sh court-which was
rather far out back in the 1930s (before Taoi sm becane faddi sh with physicists).
Bohr al so added nearly as nmuch to quantumtheory as Planck, Einstein, or
Schr 6édi nger, and his nodel of the atomthe Bohr nodel, it's called- had been
believed literally by a generation of physicians before Hiroshima. Bohr hinself,
however, had never believed it; nor had he believed any of his other theories.
Bohr invented what is called the Copenhagen Interpretation, which holds in
effect that a physicist shouldn't believe anything but his measurenents in the

| aboratory. Everything el se-the whol e body of mathematics and theory relating
one neasurenent to anot her-Bohr regarded as a nodel of how the human m nd works,
not of how the universe works. Blake WIlians | oved Bohr for the Copenhagen
Interpretation, which had nade it possible for himto study physics seriously,
even devoutly, without believing a word of it. That was conveni ent, since
WIllians's own training as an ant hropol ogi st had schooled himto study all human
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synbol systens without believing any of them

On a deeper level-there is always a deeper level- WIlianms was a scientist who
didn't believe in science because he had been cured of polio by witchcraft.

But Blake WIllians didn't believe in witchcraft, either. He didn't believe in

anything. He regarded all belief systens as illustrative data in donesticated
pri mat e psychol ogy.

"The study of human beliefs is an ethologist's heaven and a logician's hell," he
liked to say.

Actually, Blake WIllianms hadn't been cured of polio by witchcraft, exactly. He
had been cured by the Sister Kenny nethod.

But he grew up thinking it was witchcraft. That was because all the experts in
Unistat at the time-the nenbers of the Anerican Medical Association, who would
not admit there were any other experts on health-clainmed the Sister Kenny nethod
was witchcraft. They also said it didn't work.

Since the Sister Kenny nethod obviously had worked in his case, Blake grew up
with the gnawi ng suspicion that the experts didn't know what the hell they were
tal ki ng about. He was also intensely curious about all forms of witchcraft,

whi ch eventually |l ed himto becone an ant hropol ogi st.

Young Wl lians soon enough di scovered-on his very first field trip, anobng the
Hopi Indians-that witchcraft does by God and by golly work, after all. He began,
tentatively and secretly, sharing his know edge with carefully sel ected

col | eagues. Most of them were pretty evasive about the whol e subject, but
Marilyn Chambers, the author of the epoch-naki ng Neuroant hropol ogy, was
star-tlingly blunt.

"Everybody who's been in the field knows that,"'
pati ence.

"But why doesn't anyone say so?" WIIlianms asked, still young, still naive.
"Freud and Charcot once had virtually this sane conversation," Dr. Chanbers
said, "but the topic then was the sexual origin of the hysterical neuroses of
Vi ctorian wonmen. Charcot invited Freud to be the goat and talk about it in
publi c. "

"I see," Blake Wlliams said slowy. He did see.

she said with a kind of weary

THE CAT AND THE DOG

If we accept nultiple universes, then we no | onger need worry about what
"real |l y" happened in the past, because every possible past is equally real
-j oseph gerver, "The Past as Backward

Movi es of the future,
April 1971

"He who mast---- . . . who hesitates is lost," Marvin Gardens said one day in
the Confrontation office. Joe Malik considered it one of the nbst interesting
Freudi an slips he had ever heard and recorded it in his diary, where it was, of
course, subsequently scanned by the Illum nati.

Marvin and Joe never got along well, but that was because Marvin regarded Joe as
an extraterrestrial invader and Joe regarded Marvin as a nut.

"Marvin is enphatically not a loony," Justin Case had been heard to say quite
often. "He's a genius. The greatest put-on artist since H tchcock. Nobody
recogni zes what a great satirist he is."

"Justin Case," Marvin said when that was repeated to him "thinks he's being
|iberal, but he's just another victimof brainwashing by the Amazon |nvasion."
Marvi n Gardens had been traumati zed by the 1970s and al ways referred to the
Worren' s Li beration Mouvenent as the Amazon Invasion. He believed, or pretended to
believe, that the ringleaders were all extraterrestrials who had arrived by
flying saucer in 1968 and were boldly conspiring to seize suprene power
everywhere through what he called semantic black magi ck. "They've atom zed the

| anguage and created a semantic snobg in which ordinary hunanity is obliterated
by abstractions like 'chairperson' or sinple manmmalian erotic signaling is
politicized into a new sin called 'sexism' Any male who dares to oppose themis
stigmati zed as a 'nmal e chauvinist,' and any femal e who opposes themis |abeled a
victimof male brai nwashing. Coviously, within a decade, they will command the

Physi cs Today,
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key posts in all areas of industry (they' ve captured publishing already) and
then governnment will fall. Probably, then, the males of their species will start
landing and we'll all be enslaved. (Sone of the males nay have | anded already;

| ook at the Manhattan literary scene.) It's the sweetest infiltration job in the
hi story of galactic espionage. For nerely daring to reveal their plans, | am
sneared by themas a 'nale chauvinist pig,' whichis ten tinmes worse than an
ordinary 'mal e chauvinist' and equivalent to an SP on the Scientol ogists' hit
list."

Sone agreed with Justin Case that Marvin was kidding, that he had nerely seen an
opportunity-the chance to attain fane and fortune by espousing a bitterly
controversial extreme position. Ohers, however, claimed he was dead serious,
and was a cl assical case of cocaine paranoia. Mrvin always pointed out, when
either of these theories was nentioned in his presence, "there is a third
possibility. | might be right. In that case, how convenient for Themthat ny
sanity and sincerity are so often called into question. It alnobst |ooks as if
They are conspiring to defane ny character. Are they afraid that some night
listen to nme before it's too late, before the takeover is conplete?"

Marvin's principal eneny, anong the nale half of the popul ation, was Frank
Heneroi d, of course. Heneroid, oddly enough, hardly even knew of Marvin's

exi stence and, hence, was incapable of being harnful to himby intention. That
didn't matter. He was still the eneny with a capital E. At tines Marvin had even
suspected himof being extraterrestrial, |ike the |eaders of Wnen's Lib.
Heneroi d earned his aninosity entirely by the books he wote, which were full of
treason, according to Marvin. Actually, Heneroid' s novels nerely reflected the
1970s literary society around him in which nost people were a little weird and
all of themwere |osers. Heneroid carefully depicted a world exactly |ike that:
Most of his characters were weird and all of themwere |osers. The critics, who
were all losers, called hima brutal realist. Marvin called hima traitor to

pl anet Earth.

Marvin wote about all this in dialogues (he rather fancies hinself as being of
Pl at oni ¢ disposition) in which the speakers were Frank Heneroid, representing
1970s val ues and reality-constructs, and Ernest Heni ngway, Marvin's chil dhood
hero who had been consigned to the literary garbage heap when the
extraterrestrials took over. Hemingway, in these dial ogues, represented Man,

i ndi vidual Man, the universal maverick, as he was before the extraterrestria

i nvasi on.

The di al ogues were full of things like this:

FRANK: Did you ever really believe in your own nyth, you old faker? Did you
think you could conme out of a neurotic suicide-prone famly and by sheer WI |
transformyourself into a hero, a brave man, a great artist, a boxer, a big-ganme
hunter, a cult figure, an inmage of courage and of grace under pressure? Didn't
you know you were a worm that all men are worns and cowards, and that you'd be
beaten at the end? Didn't you know you'd be like all the rest of us and give in
to self-pity and sel f-doubt and pull that final cosmc trigger?

ERNEST: | never said ny way was easy. | said that Man was not meant for defeat,
however many individuals may be defeated. | said that the effort to be conscious
enough and brave enough was adnirabl e, whatever the consequences.

FRANK: Consci ousness? Bravery? Consciousness is only aware of its own suffering
in this blind existence, and bravery is only a gesture against the inevitable
end. A stupid gesture, since the cowards live longer, and if they're cowardly
enough, they nmake all the confortabl e decisions and have all the security
possible in a Death Universe like this.

ERNEST: | deny none of that, and | have shown the f cruelty nore nakedly than
any of your generation. | still say it is adnmirable to be brave and take big
risks for the things you val ue. Wen everything mamual i an and nechanical tells
you to run, and you stand and don't run, you |earn what Man can be.

And so on. Marvin was obsessed with something he called the Dignity of Man. He
was not at all anused by ecological relativists who told himthat an ant or a
swine mght equally believe in the Dignity of Ant or the Dignity of Swine. Men
were not ants or swine, he would say coldly; and he would classify the heckler
as probably brain-warped by the extraterrestrial Amazons.
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In truth, |like nost philosophers, Marvin never wote explicitly about the one
factor that really determ ned and expl ai ned everything in his philosophy. Just
as Marx never nentioned his carbuncles in Das Kapital, and Freud didn't publish
anyt hi ng about his own sexual hang-ups, Marvin Gardens never wote a word
anywhere about the source and notive of all his theorizing. This was his penis.
It was four inches long at best, and it had given hima defeatist psychol ogy
about things in general, and wonen in particul ar, against which he had struggl ed
mghtily to build his philosophy of Transcendental Mal e Courage. The wonen he
classified as extraterrestrials frightened himonly a little bit nore than the
ordinary wonen he classified as terrestrials.

Sonetimes Marvin wote dial ogues between Pavlov's Dog and Schrddi nger's Cat,

i nstead of between Frank and Ernest. These were usually quite short and al nost
|ike Zen stories:

DOG I1've got a mllion proofs that we're not free.

CAT: 1've got one proof that we are.

DOG What's that?

CAT: Who asks what's that?

64 AMOEBAS

The belief or unconscious conviction that all propositions are of the

subj ect-predicate formin other words, that every fact consists in sone thing
havi ng sonme quality-has rendered nost phil osophers incapabl e of giving any
account of the world of science.

-bertrand russell, Qur Know edge of the External Wrld

DECEMBER 23, 1983:

Natal i e Drest was amazed as the conversation swung in a new quantum direction
"You," she gasped, "you dig Krazy Cat too?"

"Indeed, ny dear," Blake WIlIlianms beamed. "I may be the nost devout student of
Herriman's work anywhere in the civilized world."

He didn't tell her (yet) that he regarded Krazy as a synbol of Schrédi nger's Cat
in the great wave-nechanics puzzle.

Even Bl ake Wl lianms occasionally worried that he was tal king over his audience's
head.

But Joe Malik seeks purchase for an el bow on the back of the couch, noticing the
statue of the Virgin of Guada-lupe in the corner alcove, her foot pressed down
on the head of the Serpent. He was wondering what the hell Santaria was, amazed
as always by the blind skill of fermale fingers, Carol guiding himinto her

wi t hout | ooki ng down actually lying with her eyes closed as she revel ed no doubt
in strictly private fantasy (Am | Paul Newran? Wody Alien? That dammed third
ex- husband? First or second ex-husband? Some damed hi gh school football hero
ten years ago?), slipping in smoothly, interlocking, beginning to nerge; to
meld; to float on the great ocean of sensation, to find the w ndow

No wi fe no whores no nustache (Carol Christrmas was thinking) a real weirdo he is
but Arab that's nice a Sultan we're in the haremit's ny first time again, no a
movi e, yes a movie the canera noving in technicians all over the place watching
me wat chi ng eyes watching me fuck the first really high art porn nmovie deeper ah
good deeper first porn flick to win the Acadeny Award no more O f - O f - Br oadway
for me watching ne watching me fuck mllions of men watching me in theaters |ike
that Pussycat we passed jerking their cocks fantasizing nme fantasizing and

com ng don't think of Ronnie don't think don't think Mngoloid the doctor said
and | said | never balled a Chinaman didn't understand at first why nme why of

all the mllions of births on the planet that day why me don't think about it
don't get sad again just go with it the camera the eye of the canera noving in
on ny face to get nmy orgasmand mllions of men watching in theaters spurt after
spurt dammed cruel unjust rmnurderous universe ny poor Ronnie com ng spurt spurt
spurt Acadeny Award com ng now me coming no wi fe? no whores? no nustache?

And, "I love you," Joe Malik gasped, really believing it in that warm nonment
slowy com ng back fromthe reverberation of her orgasm and beginning to gallop
toward his own climx as she nuttered "darling oh darling" Paul Newran?

Ex- Husbands? Me? Me? ME??? Me?
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But Natalie Drest, fifty blocks north, was still objecting: "And | thought you
were just some high-brow ..." "I am ny dear, a high-brow. And a | owbrow. And I
suppose, alas, even a mddle-brow. A single ego, as our friend Malik was
pointing out at the party tonight, is a ridiculously limting perspective on the
universe." WIllians snil ed.

"You nmean |ike you've got three ninds and one is a Krazy Kat fan and another is
trying to study nodern physics froman ant hropol ogi cal point of view? Wiat does
the third nmind do?"

"Ah, ny dear, that is the Geat Wrk, opening the third | ..."

What they forgot to kill, said Joe,
Wnt on to organi ze
"What | like is the way Ofisa Pup gets enbarrassed about being a dog, you know?

That's synbolism™

Wnt on to organi ze

"Offisa Pup, ny dear, is the superego ..
Wnt on to organi ze

PETER PAN! CHI LDHOOD! | NNOCENCE!

In a fine old mansion on Lake Shore Drive, Markoff Chancy toddl ed down the hal

| eading to the Master Bedroom He was dressed in a Teddy Snow Crop suit and felt
|ike a perfect damed f ool

Ch, well, the noney is good, he told hinself. Then he pushed the door open and
entered the first rich person's bedroom he had ever seen

There was, as he had been told, only one |light, behind the bed, playing upward
on the ceiling and shedding a soft glow by reflection. The bed was nade up,
covered with an expensive-1ooking heirloomspread. Beside it, lit up nicely by
the indirect light, was the table bearing a single can of Snow Crop orange
juice, as he had expect ed.

And on the bed, nude, eyes tightly closed and pretending to sleep, was his

host ess.

Chancy caught his breath. Judging fromwhat he was expected to do, he had been
prepared to see a crazy old frunp; instead, to his intense delight, it was
obvious that the lady was still fairly young, quite well preserved, and
definitely stacked. Crazy she might be (but how could he judge? Maybe it was
normal for rich people to act out any fantasy that struck them), but

unappeti zing she definitely was not.

Al t hough she was the first |ive naked wonman he had ever seen, she was no | ess
strikingly golden and rounded than, say, a Pussycat Pussyette of the Month. A
head of gloriously fiery red hair was spread on the pillow, and below it her
supposedl y sl eeping face was lovely in its peaceful anticipation. H s eyes swept
over her rounded shoul ders, the two snowy-white breasts rising and falling with
her respiration, the cute nipples that stood in surprisingly |large areol as upon
those breasts, the soft pillow of her belly, and, best of all, the thick swatch
of reddish fur that hid her sex. And she had legs like a chorus girl.

She's waiting for me-for ne!

Mar kof f Chaney experienced true happiness. Boldly, he stepped forward and
grabbed the orange-juice can. An opener |lay beside it and he quickly punched two
hol es, his hands trenbling a bit-when the lady's belly noved with her breathing,
he felt his penis stir in the same rhythm

Then, clutching the juice can in one hand, he hoisted hinself onto the bed,
catching her in a sudden smle. But she was good at the gane; her eyes stil
didn't open.

Carefully, he lay beside her hip, |ooking at those breasts, those real 3-D
fermal e breasts, not in a photograph, but right there in bed with him Two of
them by Christ. Then, with infinite delicacy, he lifted the can and | et sone of
the orange juice dribble onto her bush. She sighed and a trenor ran through her
He poured a little nore, and her |egs spread vol uptuously and she slowy raised
her knees. He was seeing it at last, the outer lips and the cleft reveal ed as he
had al ways dreaned of it, the halo of reddish fur even nore lovely than in his
fantasies. He dribbled sonme nore orange juice and | eaned over, pushing the snout
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onto her bush and maneuvering his tongue into the cleft between the Iips.

I medi ately, she groaned and threw her | egs over his shoulders, pulling him
deeper down into her crotch. "Teddy," she murnured, "you've conme back."

We all live in our fantasy and only endure our reality, he thought

phi l osophically. According to instructions, he began a spiral |icking notion,
working fromthe outer lips slowy inward around the inner lips and ending with
the clitoris again. She began to heave up and down |like the |oud-roaring sea,
and his excitenent grew, as he inagined and participated in her sensations.

Her hands were on the ears of his Teddy Snow Crop f costunme and she was pulling
hi m down onto her frantically as she bucked upward, literally fucking his nouth.
He began | apping her nore rapidly, quite distinctly tasting the nusty nusky
fermal e-i n-passion flavor nixed with orange juice.

"Ch, your tongue, your tongue!" she cried. "In nme, Teddy, in ne."

The ni dget maneuvered his tongue into her vagi na and bobbed his head in
imtation fucking notions. Her legs went |linp on his back, then tight, then linp
again. She's close to com ng, he thought rapturously. |I'm naking a wonan cone at
| ast. He strained, sticking his tongue farther into her, naddened by the thicker
and heavier taste of her and |l osing the orange juice can entirely in his

passi on. He got both hands under her and lifted her ass, draw ng her pussy up to
him sucking desperately as he plunged his tongue agai n and agai n deeper and
deeper into her.

" TEDDY SNOW CROP!" she screaned insanely. "FRODO BAGE NSH PETER PAN! !

CHI LDHOOD! I'!'! I NNOCENCE! ! I'l EAT MY PUSSY!!!!" She was com ng, gushing |ike an
oil well, all the fermale juices of her flowing into his nmouth, and he nibbled
the outer lips with his teeth, eyes tightly closed, riding on her crotch like a
man hangi ng on to the edge of a cliff by his jaw nuscles al one, bucking and
bouncing with her, swallowi ng the essence of her wonmanhood, the elixir, and now
after decades and decades of frustration, finally coming, exploding fromthe
sheer lust of her soul comunicated to himin every spasmand tw tch of her
passi onat e pussy.

He thought two things: Now, they're going to have to clean the Teddy Snow Crop
Sui t.

And: | wonder if I'mstill technically a virgin.

THE RI CH ECONOWY

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

Presi dent Hubbard's first step in establishing the RICH Econony was to offer a
prize of $50,000 per year to any worker who could design a nmachine that would
repl ace himor her.

When the prinmate | abor unions raised twenty-three varieties of hell about this
pl an, Hubbard countered by offering $30,000 a year to all other workers repl aced

by such a machi ne. The rank-and-file union people fell into conflict
i medi ately, sone accepting this as a fine idea (this group consisting nostly of
those earning | ess than twenty thou per annum, and the |eaders still hypnotized

by the conditioned and donesticated primate reflex that Enploynment was Good and
Unenpl oynent was Bad.

Wi | e the uni ons squabbl ed anong thensel ves and ceased to present a united front
agai nst the RICH scenari o, conservatives nounted a canpaign against it on the
ground that it was inflationary. Here Hubbard's political genius showed itself.
She made no effort to reason with the intellectual conservatives, who were all
theol ogi ans in disguise. Al corporation heads and ot her al pha nmales of the
right, however, were invited to a series of Wite House nultinedia presentations
on how RI CH woul d work for them

The chief points in these presentations were that: (1) a machi ne works
twenty-four hours a day, not eight-thereby tripling output imrediately; (2)

machi nes do not take sick | eave; (3) nmachines are never late for work; (4)

machi nes do not formunions and constantly ask for higher wages and nore fringe
benefits; (5) machines do not take vacations; (6) nachines do not harbor grudges
and foul up production in sneaky, undetectable ways; (7) cybernation was
advanci ng every decade, anyway, despite the opposition of unions, governnent,
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and these al pha males; it was better to have huge popul ati ons cel ebrating the
reward of $30,000 to $50,000 per year for group cleverness than huge popul ati ons
suffering the humility of welfare; (8) with production rising due to both
cybernation and the space-cities, consuners were needed and a society on welfare
was a society of very meager consumers

The al pha nmal es were still fighting anong thensel ves about whether this was
"sound" or not when it squeaked through Congress.

Wthin a year the first case of the new nulti-inventive |eisure class appeared.
This was a Cherokee | ndi an nanmed Starhawk, who had been an engine-I| at he worker
in Tucson. After designing hinself out of that job, Starhawk had gone on to

| earn four other nechanical factory jobs, designed hinmself out of each, and now
had a guaranteed i ncone of $250,000 a year for these feats. He was now devoting
hinmself to painting in the traditional Cherokee styl e-which was what he had

al ways wanted to do, back in adol escence, before he | earned that he had to work
for a living.

By 1983 there were over a thousand simlar cases. Many had gone on to seek
advanced scientific degrees, and sone had already migrated to the L5
space-cities. The swarni ng was begi nni ng.

The mpjority of the unenployed, living confortably on $30,000 a year, admittedly
spent nost of their tine drinking booze, snoking weed, engaging in prinmate
sexual acrobatics, and watching wall TV.

When noralists conplained that this was a subhuman exi stence, Hubbard answered,
"And what ki nd of existence did they have doing idiot jobs that nachines do
better?"

Sonme of the unenpl oyed were beginning to seek jobs again; after all, $48, 000 or
$53,000 is better than $30,000. Usually, they found that higher education was
required for the jobs that were still available. Many were back in coll ege;

adult education, already a fast-growth industry in the 1970s, was now the
fastest growing field of all.
Hubbard was ready to | aunch Stage Two of the RI CH Econony.

SATI RE

The di al ogues between Frank Heneroid and Ernest Hemi ngway grew nore turgidly
noralistic as the 1970s passed; Marvin was never able to bring hinself to
approach a sexual partner nore alien to his own tornented ego than his right
fist. He sublimated.

ERNEST: Fear is in all of us and must be faced. He who hesitates is lost. He who
confronts the fear is undefeated forever, even if his body dies.

FRANK: Ch, cone off it. The only reason anybody ever does anything "brave" is
because he's nore afraid of being called a no-good shit for running away.
ERNEST: You pass a thousand heroes on the street every day and never know how
wel | they are carrying their burdens.

FRANK: | know. The wonman with the Mongoloid child. The blind man who nmakes you
so unconfortable. The rape victimpulling herself together and refusing to go
mad. The dunb cop with a hernia yet who goes down an alley after a hopped-up
thief who is also arned. I'mnot blind, nyself. You only see their noments of
heroi sm You don't choose to watch how bl ow foll ows bl ow until heroi sm becones
meani ngl ess and they all give up, one by one, and join the universal chorus of
despair.

ERNEST: | have seen sone who never gave up. A pig squeals when he sees the ax
coming. A man can look right at the ax all his life and not squeal

FRANK: The ax falls, anyway, does it not? Isn't your refusal to squeal just a
big act, a gigantic lie? It's nore honest to squeal with the other sw ne.
ERNEST: | still decline to admt that nmen are no nore than sw ne.

FRANK: You are a Romantic, you old fool. If you had been honest enough to squea
like the rest of the swine, people would have seen the truth sooner. Every war
since your day has been partly your fault, you know. If everybody squeal ed and
ran away, there'd be no wars.

O course nobody wanted to publish this kind of ranting- although it took Marvin
nearly ten years to |learn that.
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In 1979 he set out grimy to wite the worst, nobst tastel ess, nobst vul gar book
possible. He had arrived at that stage of psychol ogi cal masochi sm where one nust
prove one's nobst pessimstic assunptions are true, for the sheer delight of
knowi ng once and for all that the universe is really a pisspoor proposition al
around. "Public taste is a msanthropist's heaven and a humanitarian's hell," he
said bitterly. For his hero he elected a nonster so nonstrous as to be a nockery
of all human hope, but one so obscure that he did not possess any of the evi

gl amour that surrounds a Hitler, a N xon, or a Jack the Ripper. He picked VI ad
Teppis-Vlad the Inpaler-a fourteenth-century Hungarian religious fanatic who had
execut ed 100, 000 people for differing with his own extrenely odd theol ogi ca
notions.

Marvin's novel not only justified Vlad, but positively glorifed him it was ful
of denunciations of liberalism pernissiveness, and the opponents of capita

puni shrrent. It also had the nost violent rape scenes Marvin could conjure out of
hi s m sogyni stic inmagination

VIl ad the Barbarian was a blatant incitenent to violence, garbed in the nost
reactionary noralistic prejudices imginable. It was bought by the first New
York publisher to whomit was subnitted, for a higher advance than Al bert
Speer's nmenoirs or any of the confessionals of the Watergate felons. A novie
sal e was negoti ated even before the book was rel eased, and John Wayne starred as
VI ad, looking really sincere every tine he explained why nurder and rape were

t he hi ghest human virtues.

Marvin was i medi ately comissioned to wite a sequel, Vlad Victorious.

Actual |y, because Marvin really was, in his own odd way, a phil osopher of sorts,
VIl ad the Barbarian was not totally bad. In researching it Marvin had stunbl ed
upon the enigma that nmakes VI ad Teppis sonewhat interesting to students of the
human mind in general and the ruling-class mind in particular. The nystery was
this: Two early, approxinmately contenporary and seeningly authentic accounts
tell one particular story about Vliad, but each tells it differently. There is
thus no scientific way of saying which account is true.

The disputed story is that two nonks on a journey stopped at Vlad' s castle one
ni ght and begged shelter fromthe elenments. Vlad set out for them a magnificent
banquet and then afterward asked them what the people of Hungary really thought
about him The first nonk answered diplomatically and falsely that everybody
said Vlad was a stern but just ruler. The second nonk boldly told the truth:

that everybody said Vlad was a homicidal maniac. Vlad thereupon had one of the
monks inpal ed. The problemis that the first seemingly authentic account says he
executed the flattering liar, and the other seeningly authentic account clains
he executed the honest nonk.

Marvin left this mystery unsolved in his book, and it was, perhaps, one reason
that the novel becane fashionable even with intellectuals.

Everybody, it appeared, had sone intuitive, prelogical feeling about whi ch nonk
a man of the caliber of Viad Teppis would inpale. Sone were quite sure that a
dingaling of that sort would kill the one who dared to tell himthe truth.

O hers, however, were just as sure that Viad would find a special sadistic
relish, and a noral justification to boot, in surprising both nonks by executing
the flatterer.

Argui ng about Vlad's choice, as it was soon called, spread fromcoast to coast.
"What woul d you do if you were one of the nonks?" was a favorite question in

t hese argunents.

"I'"d do what the first nmonk did," Sinmon Mion said, in an argunent with other
programers who worked with the Beast. "I'd tell Vlad he was the very nodel of a
Christian statesman-which, in fact, he was."

"I'"d tell the truth," said Markoff Chancy, on a Greyhound bus, "just to prove
that little men have big balls."

"I'"'d lie," Dr. Frank Dashwood adnmitted at a posh Nob Hi Il party in San

Franci sco. "The npbst dangerous thing in the world is to tell the truth to a
governnent official who is a prinitive barbarian, in fourteenth-century

Transyl vania or twentieth-century America."

Prof essor Fred ("Fidgets") Digits, who always kept his connection with the
Warren Bel ch Society a secret and, hence, retai ned acadenic respectability,
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finally published a paper in Technol ogy Revi ew anal yzing the problemfromthe
perspective of the von Neumann- Morgenstern gane theory. The nonks, in this
context, basically confront a problemin prediction. Each nust decide, before
speaki ng, what Mlad's reaction will be: WII| he be grateful for an accurate
report or angered by it? Every person in an authoritarian situation faces this
dilenma daily, and it haunts corporations, armes, and governnent bureacracies.
"It is the classic disinformation situation,” Digits concluded, satisfied that
he had identified the problem even if he couldn't solve it.

O hers pointed out the simlar logic of the notorious "Snafu Principle" proposed
by the eccentric businessman Hagbard Celine in his witty, perverse little
bookl et Never Whistle While You' re Pissing. According to the Snafu Principle,
accurate, honest communication is possible only between equals, and every power
matrix is a disinformation situation.

Since this seenms to challenge the very principle of power and |eads directly to
anarchy, nmany were sorry that Mad Marvin had ever posed the VI ad Eni gna.

STRANGE AEONS

Gestorben ist nicht, was fir ewig ruht, und nit unbekannten Aonen nmag sogar der
Tod noch sterben.

- VON JUNZT

As a scientist, Washy Bridge, of course, regarded Von Junzt as a nmental case and
the Necronom con as the ravings of a deranged cannabi s abuser. Nonethel ess, that
one gaunt German sentence found in 1971 stuck with him taunted him provoked
him eventually goaded him He began studying the origins of the Frankenstein
idea within the Promethean anbi ence of the Shelley-Byron circle. He researched
the early Resuscitation Society. He traveled to Mchigan to talk to H C E
Coppi nger, the far-out physicist who had started the cryonics novenment with his
ast oni shi ng book The Aspects of Imortality. The idea just wouldn't let go of
him In 1974 he even, somewhat shanefacedly, |ooked into the witings of a
strange Provi dence, Rhode Island, nystic who had witten rmuch on the netaphysics
of the Necronom con. Washy found in this man's weird witings a better
translation than that of Von Junzt:

That is not dead which can eternal lie

And with strange aeons even death may die

CONTRA NATURAM

Justin Case, feeling on top of the world and full to the brimw th human

ki ndness, gave a lavish tip to the young | ady who had assisted himduring his
Christian Science copulation with Carol Christmas. He went home nusing happily
on how sinple life was really and how easy it was to transcend one's own little
problenms with a water bed, a cooperative warm nout hed | ady, Christian Science,
and a few good snorts of Marvin Gardens's incredible coke.

On Fourteenth Street near Union Square, Justin was stopped by a zombie. The
zombi e had pale skin, large eyes that never noved, a nouth that didn't smle
and t he unmi st akabl e expression of death. "Do you | ove your nei ghbor?" the
zonbi e asked.

"Pardon me," Justin said, dodging, "but I . . ." "It is easy to |ove your

nei ghbor," the zonbie said, dodging with him "The scientific principles of
Christian Love are now known and can be applied by anyone. For one dollar, just
one single dollar, you can have a copy of What Religi osophy Means, the book that
answers all the questions of philosophy definitely and scientifically."

"Pl ease"-Justin shifted again-"1 nust " "For My cents," the zonbie went on,
still with no expression and with eyes unnovi ng, "you can have The Scientific
Cure for Depressions, Econom c and Psychological." "Oh, go shit in your hat,"

Justin growed in Grcuit Two territorial |anguage. "D sappear. Get out of ny
way, you creep."

"This is free," the zonbie said, passing hima four-page panmphlet titled "Usura
Contra Naturam Est." "There is no need for conpetition, brother."
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Justin | ooked at the panphl et when he got hone. It was nade up of quotations
from Thomas Aqui nas, Ezra Pound, B. F. Skinner, and Dr. Horace Naisnith, founder
of the First Bank of Religiosophy. The quotes from Aqui nas and Pound condemmed
the I ending of noney at interest. The quotes from Skinner said that people could
be conditioned to abandon any habitual behavi or and substitute a new behavi or
The quotes fromDr. Naismth urged everybody to join the First Bank of

Rel i gi osophy, or at least to buy one of his books or panphlets: "Wat

Rel i gi osophy Means," The Scientific Cure for Depressions, Econonm c and
Psychol ogi cal , "Jesus Christ's Secret Teachi ngs About Mbney," and Qperant

Rei nforcement, the Bible Alternative to Satan's International Bankers*

The streets were full of zonbies at that tine. The Reli gi osophists were the nost
robotic; not for nothing had Dr. Horace Naisnmith, founder of Religiosophy, spent
five years studying with B. F. Skinner at Harvard. The Reli gi osophists had all
been operant-conditioned to be tirel ess proselytizers, and Bl ake Wl ians had
even invented a mathematical puzzle based on calculating the probability of
crossing any Anerican city wi thout being accosted by one of them which turned
out to be harder than the old problem of crossing Dublin wthout passing a pub

*Terran Archives 2803; Interest was a charge for the use of the circulating
medi um (nmoney). Primatol ogi sts have found sinilar noney fetishismon hundreds of
pl anets where homi nid types evolved; noney and barter thenselves are typica

pri mat e behavi ors which can easily be taught to chi npanzees and ot her
anthropoids. In addition to Aqui nas, Pound, and Naismith, early Terrestrial

phi | osophers who suggested nore human alternatives to this apelike econom cs

i ncl uded Thonmas Edi son, Buckninster Fuller, C H Douglas, Benjam n Tucker, and
several others. Since primate behavior changes only under the inmpact of new
technol ogy (Mon's First Law), the nmoney-and-interest fetish continued until the
third stage of the RI CH Econony abolished the need for a circulating nedi um

The Ganesha Freaks were al nost as android. Led by Swami Mamobnananda, they had
al so been conditioned to be superpersistent hustlers and to believe that the
wor |l d woul d reach samadhi on May 1, 1984, if 100, 000, 000 peopl e were paying
funds directly into Mammonananda's bank account by that date in return for
bronze enbl ens of Ganesha, the Hi ndu Papa Legba, or Opener Between the Worl ds.
The worst pests of all were the Loonies, disciples of Neon Bal Loon, an English
eccentric originally born A bert Pike in Gaotu, Wbblysex,

Buggeri ng-on-t he- Thanes, Lousewartshire, England. Pike clained to be a

rei ncarnated Ti betan and insisted that Neon Bal Loomwas a real Tibetan nane,
his in his former incarnation. He averred further that the earth was hol | ow and
a gang of naked wonen, witches, lived inside and were responsible for all the
evils on the surface. His followers prayed in pig Latin, while standing on one
leg like storks. Pike clainmed that was the | anguage of Lenuri a.

Mary Margaret W debl ood snuggles all confy and cozy in her bed, swallows a
fermal e hornmone tablet with water poured neat froma silver-sheened pitcher

besi de the clock and opens a well-thunbed edition of The 120 Days of Sodom
renenbering the foot beneath the chin the ropes the nude figure of Cagliostro
tied to the bedposts and begins to read, Jesus watching with those reproachfu
hurting eyes as her hand sneaks back to the table gropes over the pitcher and
clock down to the drawer to renove stealthily (Perfect Sin, with Jesus watching)
the vibrator Here's the part tortures especially for pregnant wonen.

But Marvin reads in total confusion

Chronosone reduction (neiosis) occurs in early divisions of the synkaryon
Synkaryon? What the stereophonic fuck is that? Skip a bit.

fromwhich the sex cells (ganetes) are produced (ganeto-genesis) which undergo
nucl ear reorganization (autogany) occurs in formaniferans

Syngany may be between simlar ganetes (isoganous) or between obviously
different ganmetes (ani soganous) But are they the sane anpeba damit why can't
they tell us in plain words have the extraterrestrials taken over the Britannica
too?

Marvin Gardens is sniffing just a little bit nore coke, only a tiny bit, really,
turning the FMdial in search of some nusic as accel erated as his own nervous
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system thinking: At the fifth generation you' ve got ah um 64 anoebas a

full -bl own ecosystem now what | want to know is would they all be pernutations
and conbinations |like the 64 hexagrans in the | Ching or would they all be the
same like the Creative repeated 64 tines? Jesus nmaybe just one nore snort one
little tiny teensy-weensy itiy-bitty snort yes with cloning nowin |aboratories
there may be 64 of ne soneday outbreed the extraterrestrials that way maybe
Jesus yes but Linda Lovelace oh Christ if | ever did neet her |'d be too shy to
say, to say, | mean like with Picasso you could just walk right up and say "I'm
an admirer of your work and 1'd like to comission a small sketch" perfectly
normal an artist and a fan but to say "I admre your work could you give ne a
personal i zed bl ow j ob"

went on to organize

went on to organize

"I think the record is stuck," Natalie said, finally getting a word in edgew se
"Un yes ny dear just a sec but Ignatz | was saying is very sinple-ninded he
thinks he just hates cats"

went on to orggggprp

"Whereas Krazy on the other hand knows that each brick is actually a phallic
gift [Herriman must have been aware of the Freudi an associations of that

mar vel ous nonosyl | abl e, brick]. Krazy renenbers, or things she renenbers, a
previous incarnation in which she and Ignatz were | overs. "

But in the split second of orgasmin the orgononic plasnma, ego dilated to crash
wave after wave floating in the astral as taught by Hagbard via M ss Portinari
in potentia faster than the speed of light full-blown on each side of the
boundary, Joe Malik in terror sees the glaring red Eye and the gol den triangul ar
frame 3x3x3 the sign of Choronzon, 333, whose name and nunber signified the

G eat Lie.

I NTERNATI ONAL COCAI NE | NC

The debate about the VIad Enigna gave birth to a general interest in problens of
disinformation. The Prisoner's Dilemm was dragged out of heavy nathenatica
tomes and popul ari zed. The Turing Machi ne was reexam ned in tabl oid newspapers.
The Enpedocl ean paradox even got nentioned on the Johnny Carson show.

Two Berkel ey aci d-heads, known on Tel egraph Avenue as The Cat and The Dog,
dreaned up a nore intense disinformation matrix in 1980. "Wat woul d happen,”
The Cat asked one day in the Cafe Mediterraneum "if we bought a truck and

pai nted on the side of it | NTERNATI ONAL COCAI NE | MPORTERS I NC., and drove it
around the streets?"

"I'n Berkeley," The Dog said, "the cops would just laugh. They'd be sure it was
anot her put-on by the Hog Farmor the Merry Pranksters or sonebody. But in San
Franci sco they wouldn't take a chance. The first cop would stop the truck and
search it."

"Nah," said an unsuccessful poet naned Robert W An-ton. "They're nore hip than
that in San Francisco. But in L.A . . ."

The debate spread fromthe Med to Me's, from Me's to Sather Gate, |eapt the
Bay to appear in Herb Caen's colum, eventually spread fromcoast to coast as a
tag-end poser to cap all discussions of the Viad Enigna. Finally, taking the

| ogi cal experinmental step, a San Franci sco theol ogi an naned Mal acl ypse t he
Younger actually painted a truck in very tasteful and professional lettering and
drove it around the Bay Area for all to see:

| NTERNATI ONAL COCAI NE | MPORTERS | NC

LI MA- SAN DI EGO- VANCOUVER

"THI NGS GO BETTER W TH COKE"

He was stopped and searched three tines the first week-once in Sausalito, which
is the cocaine and Vaseline capital of Unistat and has particularly suspicious
cops. He was never stopped in Berkeley. After the second week he was no | onger
stopped in San Francisco. Imrediately a whole fleet of simlar trucks began to
appear.

Di si nformati on had been incarnated. "All hail Eris," said Ml acl ypse, a pious
man in his own odd way. Virtually none of the trucks was stopped and searched
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after the first nmonth. Cops who had nmade horses' asses of thenselves in the

j oki ng phase of this uprising of surrealist politics refused to take the risk of
bei ng | aughed at again. Nobody cared to guess how many of the trucks were really
carryi ng cocai ne.

It all became academi c when victimess crines were redefined in the Code
Hubbar d.

DO NOT GO GENTLE

Do not go gentle into that good night: Rage, rage against the dying of the
I'i ght.

-dyl an thomas

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

Presi dent Hubbard's way of encouraging the Longevity Revol ution was
characteristic. She established a yearly reward of $100, 000 for the nonscienti st
who nmade the nost inportant contribution to the fight against aging. Since the
scientists engaged in |ife-extension research were already one of the two nost
heavily funded groups in Unistat (the other was the space engi neers), scientists
were anused, but not offended, by this wild idea.

The first year there were 5,237 entries subnmtted. A spot check by the Beast
showed that 4,023 cane fromthe new | ei sure cl ass-ex-workers who had invented

t hensel ves out of several jobs and had $50,000 to $80, 000 annual incones. The
others cane from peopl e who had been unenpl oyed by these inventions. Evidently,
many of themwere getting bored with a life that consisted nostly of fucking,

TV, and vacations, even though that had been what nost primtes inmagi ned they
would do if they didn't have to work for a living.

The second year there were over 30,000 entries-much as Hubbard had expect ed.

The Longevity Revolution was having its inevitable effect. People who were
expecting to live for centuries instead of decades were spontaneously taking the
Next Step in their thinking. The hom nids of Terra were becomng reoriented to
the search for Immortality.

And a second trend was beconi ng obvious. The nmajority of practical, testable
hyper-1ongevity proposals were coming in fromthe colonists in the L5
space-cities.

The donesticated primates of Terra were beginning to consciously guide their own
evol ution toward becom ng Cosmic Imortals.

To Justin Case it appeared that the adnmnistration was the first governnent in
history to take Beethoven seriously. To him Hubbard's whol e phil osophy was
obviously derived fromthe | ast novenent of the Ninth.

THE DARLI NG BUDS OF MAY

Since a cat has the Buddha mind, even Marvin Gardens had had his own experience
of the First Noble Truth. He had made the m stake, once, in 1981, of eating a
heavy slice of hash-candy from Af ghani stan instead of his after-dinner snort of
coke and sonehow there was an eruption of activity in the grief circuits of the
thal amus. The tramp did not nove. He saw the skull beneath the skin, like Eliot;
the tears poured and he sat there, weeping for allflesh, for alltormented flesh,
for alltormentedfuckingflesh, howing in anguish at the wthdrawal of the nipple
of self-absorption. He was in Belsen. He stood in the white light as Hiroshinm
was incinerated. He watched the Gand Arny retreat in the snow from Moscow. The
tranp fell eternally toward the sidewal k and he saw the wolves close in on the
terrified caribou, the smrk of Caligula and all sadists everywhere, the parents
of a thousand wars weeping with himover nmurdered children ("W should be gentle
with children," a Voice said reproachfully froma wi ndow in space), and for a

m nute he had a crazy religious vision that WVE HAVE TO STOP THE KILLING there is
no other way and it is too late for another alternative it is exactly that
simple and you can even repeat it initalics we have to stop the killing and he
was so excited at the sudden clarity of it that he could see his whole future as
nonstop witnessing to the truth of this vision. He would invent his own TV show
and beconme a supersal esman and sell it to the top network and it would be the
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Corporal Works of Mercy Hour. It would have no acts of violence or hurting. It
woul d just be decent people doing decent things, as enunerated in the fanous
passage from Aqui nas: visiting the sick and inprisoned, feeding the hungry,
giving shelter to the honel ess, aiding the oppressed, conforting the afflicted,
and praying for us all.

It was that sinple, beyond all the irony and agony of his tortured hunor, and
you could even say it in one word: ahinsa.

Yea- a-a-ay, God! dory, glory, glory.

He staggered to his desk to record this revel ation, but when he got there

m croamesia had already set in and he couldn't renmenber what it was that had
seened so clear and inportant, but another Voice was coming through and he
scrawl ed rapidly:

Rough w nds do shake the darling buds of My

At that very nonent, in Los Angeles, Eve Hubbard deci ded she was going to run
for President.

THE UNI VERSE DECI DES

"So that," Justin Case concludes triunphantly (he is dream ng about giving a

| ecture to an audi ence of trans-vestites), "the elenents in the nontage may be
of any nunber-five, fifteen, fifty, whatever-and there be any enotions you can
imagine inplicit in each one of them separately. Nonetheless, the tota

enotional effect energes fromthe nontage, not fromthe elenments. Filmis the

vi sual denonstration of Fuller's synergetic geonetry."

"You're fuller shit!" one of the transvestites yelled.

Who shit? Justin shit. Bullshit! Wo shit? He was being carried around by the
time-dwarfs in a jewel ed chair wearing the Crowm of Thorns. It was Mardi G as
He was having a swell time. He decided to go on lecturing them

"The nontage of Chinatown or Chapel Perilous takes us to the Lair of Fu
Manchu-t he center of Power-the occult N ne Unknown II]um nated Ones who rule the
wor | d-the secret of capitalismand ownership-the cruel Cross that separates

i nside fromoutside, wthout w ndows."

But then he wet his pants and they were all |aughing at him |aughi ng nockingly
and childishly, as they closed in with the tar and feathers. They had found out
he was a no-good shit.

"In other words," Blake WIllians | ectures, "what collapses the state vector and
er umdeterm nes or ah | east ways brings it about that a new quantum state
appears can only be a Hidden Variable inplicate in the whole system the biggest
whol e system”

"You nean when lgnatz throws the brick-"

"If Ignatz is a quantum physicist and is throwi ng a photon, Krazy or

Schrédi nger's Cat can be in any of several eigenstates, um yes, so that in
effect the whol e universe participates in the ah decision as to whether the Kat
will be hit by the brick umah or the photon ah as the case may be."
"Professor,"” Natalie asked finally, driven to the Edge, "are you putting ne on?"
"My dear I amumnerely giving you the nost consis-tent and litera
interpretation of Bell's Theorem as devel -oped by Dr. Jeffrey Chew at

U C -Berkeley and Dr. Fritjof Capra in The Tao of Physics."
"The whol e uni verse deci des?"

"Well there is uma certain degree of netaphor in-volved.
"You know, Professor"-Natalie sits up and gives hima |level glance-"I net a

m dget once, a nasty little son-of-a-bitch, but he told ne sonething | never
forgot. Al that exists is netaphor, he said, and whoever controls our netaphors
controls us."

"As an anthropol ogist," Blake Wllians said, "I nust agree. Are we living in an
occult thriller, a porn novie, a philosophical treatise, a sci-fi novel? It
depends on which parts of our experience we choose to highlight. That brings

us to the question: Are we witing our life-scripts, or is there a Hidden

Vari abl e, as the new quantum t heori es suggest?"

"You nean the whol e universe will decide what we're gonna do next?" Natalie
want ed a strai ght answer.
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"Well umthat's the alternative to saying there are multiple universes where
anyt hi ng that can happen does happen ah and it's quite denocratic, really, since
every | esser systemw thin the whole systemgets its vote."

Natalie's semantic circuit was working on overload. "You're telling ne that each
of us and the chair over there and each atomin us and in the chair and in
Marvin's cocai ne-we all get one vote?"

"Um perhaps we have carried the netaphor till it staggers ..
"I't sounds like Mdzart's nmusic," Natalie said, seeing the wi ndow again. "All as
mechani cal as a clockwork and yet as free as a dream "

HELL

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

Presi dent Hubbard had | argely abolished crine by abolishing prisons.

This was one of her nobst astonishing achi evenents, since nost prinmates thought
prisons were preventatives, not causes, of crine.

Eve Hubbard, needless to say, had al ways been a uni que Terran, which was why she
was the first Black President of Unistat. Al though she was, like nost brilliant
peopl e, extremely good-I|ooking-the genetic |link between health, hedonism

cl everness, and good | ooks (the "bright-eyes-and-bushy-tails" gestalt) is true
in all species on all known pl anets-Eve had dropped out of filns after a smash
success as the supersexed ebony android in Gentlenmen Prefer Cones. She had gone
on to major in philosophy at UCLA, and was al nost denied her Ph.D. because her
thesis was a thorough rejection of all philosophies hitherto invented by Terran
primates. She went on to becone one of the first neurogeneticists. In fact, it
was due to certain discoveries in prinmate genetics that she had decided to go
into politics next.

The Code Hubbard, the npbst inportant revision of primate jurisprudence since the
Code Napol eon, divided all crines into three cl asses.

Crinmes agai nst convention-so-called victimess crines- were not penalized at

all. Acitizen could be interrogated about each behavior only after conplaints
by a m ni num of one hundred nei ghbors. The interrogators, a group of trained
neur ogeneticists, would then publish a report, either mldly recomendi ng

rel ocation of the heretic, or, much nore comonly, strongly advising the

nei ghbors to mnd their own business.

Many |ibertarians objected to this, since they wanted victimess crines
abol i shed utterly. Hubbard had pragmatically realized that such libertarian
penol ogy was inpractical until the primates totally outgrew the norality

del usi on.

Those who chose rel ocati on were assigned by the Beast to an environment where

their heresy was "normal ." Modst of them found that the Beast recomended an L5
space-city, and nost of themliked it when they got there. They had futique
genes.

Many of the heretics, of course, chose to stay where they were and go on
annoyi ng the bejesus out of their neighbors. This is the typical recalcitrant
streak found in certain donesticated prinmates on all planets.

Crinmes agai nst property were regarded as inproper economnm cs requiring

adj ustnent. The felon was conpelled to pay in full the value of that which had
been appropriated or destroyed. If unable to pay, the felon then had a litera
"debt to society." The government paid the victim and the felon repaid the
governnent by working at half wages on sonme socially useful project, such as

| ongevity research, space research, or just as a forest ranger in the grow ng
nunber of national parks that were appearing since Industry was noved off the
pl anet into Free Space.

Crinmes of violence were defined as the natural, inevitable, tragic, but

intol erabl e resultant of sone conbi nation of genes, inprints, and conditioning.
The biots who committed such acts were sent, wi thout condemmation but
irrevocably, to Hell.

Hel | had previously been the state of M ssissippi. After the aborigi nes were
resettled in an environnent suitable for two-circuit (prehom nid) prinmates,

M ssi ssi ppi became Hell by sinply surrounding it with a |laser shield that nmade
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escape inpossible. Everything within the shield was intact. The violent biots
were free to do what they wanted, and they soon had several forns of feudalism
war, piracy, comerce, slavery, and other early primate institutions functioning
in a manner that seened norrmal to them

Many viol ent biots and gene pools noved to Hell voluntarily, since it was the
only remaining part of the world that fit their notions of proper primate

soci ety. Anpng those who nigrated en masse and established sizabl e governnents
or robber bands in Hell were the Ku Klux Klan, the Black Panthers, the Anerican
Nazi Party, Hell's Angels, and nost of the People's Ecology Party.

John Wayne, nearly one hundred years old, but |ooking and feeling around thirty
due to FOREVER, and totally cured of all cancers by the Og pills, also went to
Hell. He was runored to be one of the richest slave traders and War Chiefs in
the Western sector.

"HELL IS HEAVEN' was the proud slogan of the region

VWHI TE LI GHT

Hugh Crane celebrated his fourteenth birthday in 1938 by clinbing into the bed
of the family's black naid, Sophie Hage. She had observed his precocity and
wasn't surprised at the timng; and the deed itself, she had | earned, was par
for the sons and the female servants of the best fanilies on Park Avenue. What
was not nornal was the passion that endured over several nonths, and the extent
to which she herself was picked up and carried by it. Soon they were sharing
secrets, just as if they were true |lovers and equals, not master and servant.
"Nails and glass in your shoes?" she asked himon the day that Nazi tanks
crossed the border into Czechosl ovaki a.

"I read about it in a book about saints that | got fromthe library on
Forty-second Street," he said.

"But that's crazy, non." She was fromHaiti.

"But it worked," he said. "I saw Jesus."
"You saw Jesus?"
"Well," he said bashfully. "That wasn't just fromthe nails in ny shoes. It was

after | whipped ny back with wet rope for six hours."

Sophi e gazed at himthoughtfully for a long tine. "What you trying to do, boy?"
"I'mlearning howto live without fear," he said sinmply. "You know ny dad. He's
afraid of everything and everybody. Jews, Catholics, bad onens, the governnent,
a broken mirror . . . you know. | just don't want to live ny life that way."
Sophi e thought about it for three days. Then she told himthere was a man he
ought to neet.

"What sort of nman?" he asked.

"A high priest of Voudon."

RED EYE
M ster, what does it nean when a nman crashes out?
-ida lupino in High Sierra, script by john huston

DECEMBER 24, 1983:

The Eye, dianond-bright and glowing with a red inflammuation, floated in the air
at the head of the couch as Joe Malik returned to the Euclidean flatland at the
bottom of the gravity well. Bl oodshot eyes |I've got to be haunted by, he thought
bitterly, still dealing with the dinmensions of the triangle. 3 X 3 x 3. No doubt
about it. 333. The nunber of the Mghty Devil Choronzon, who had afflicted Dr.
Dee and Sir Edward Kelley in the seventeenth century and raised hell for
Aleister Cromey earlier in this century. Choronzon, the Lurker at the
Threshol d, who drove back any occultist who tried to push open the final door,
cross the boundary of the unmarked state. Choronzon, avatar of the Geat Lie,
spirit of Constriction, protector of the Illumnati.

Choronzon with a hangover, to judge by the redness of the eye.

"Jeez that was great oh honey ah you doll you | ovely Arab sheikh you," Carol was
bubbl i ng happily.

But Bl ake Wl lianms plows on
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"The Freudian, of course, sees much nore in Krazy's |ove for Ignatz.
Sadomasochism in fact. "Li'1l dollink, always fetful,' Krazy nutters contentedly
as each brick bounces off her head. And worse: Krazy is female only in sone
sequences. In others this remarkable feline is indisputably rmale. Herriman, the
psychoanal yst woul d suggest, had sonme AC-DC hang-ups when he conceived this

f ant asy.
"Sonetimes, Professor, you remnd nme of Burroughs," Natalie said.
"Well, | do admire much of his work, especially The Job ..." WIlianms was

pl eased by the conparison

"No, the other one, the guy who wote Tarzan, Edgar Ri ce Burroughs."

"I? Remi nd you? O Edgar Ri ce Burroughs?"

"Of sonething he said once. He said that he had a lot of fun with his

i magi nati on and that he knew in a small way what a grand tine God had in
creating the universe."

Joe Malik didn't even believe in Choronzon. The Skeptic within himhad deci ded
that the nost operational nodel for those events which naive occultists
attribute to "Choronzon" was to classify themas synchronicities activated by
the presence of the Trickster God archetype, in the Jungian collective

unconsci ous, or Leary's neurogenetic archives, or sonewhere back down there in
the thal anus or brainstem To assume, even for a mnute, that Choronzon had an
obj ecti ve existence beyond the archetype in the unconscious circuitry of the
central nervous systemwas to collapse into prescientific theol ogy and

denonol ogy.

But, alas, the Skeptic was only one programinside the Mlik bioconputer, and
not at his best at nonments |like this. The Shaman tape began running in its own
prograns as the Skeptic faded out, and Joe noticed again for the thousandth tine
how the ego circuit nelded with the new programas easily as it had with the
old, so now he "was" Joe Malik the Shaman, son of a thousand years of Sufis, and
i f Choronzon was really nessing around he betta watcha his ass.

"I't's that notherfuckin' loa," Carol said angrily. "W didn't do the exorcism
right. "

"Choronzon" was a mind-construct of the prinates specializing in the Enochian
version of Cabalistic magick. Talking out of two sides of their nouths at once,
as was typical of primate nystics, the Cabalists said that Choronzon was the

astral enbodiment of all the illusions and deception on Terra (especially al
the egotismand malice). They added that Choronzon was al so a part of the psyche
of the student which had to be faced and conquered before Il uninati on was

conpl ete. When asked whet her Choronzon was then outside or inside, they usually
answered "Both." This reply made no sense at all until G Spencer Brown
publ i shed his Laws of Form

A loa was a mind-construct of those primtes who specialized in Santaria, also
call ed Magi cko de Chango or Voudon. A loa, just like the Gentry, might on
occasi on be kindly disposed; but a guardian | oa who was set on a wonan to
prevent her from copul ating (except with the primte who had through Santaria
created/ proj ected/ contacted said | oa) was well known to be extrenely nalign,
devi ous, fiendish, inpish, devilish, and a Royal pain in the ass. The has, |ike
the Gentry and the various Cabalistic angels and denons, operated beneath the
space-time continuumin "dreamtinme," where the true Free Masons create reality
friezes.

An archetype was a nind-construct of a prinmate named Carl Jung, who specialized
i n preneurol ogi cal psychol ogy. An archetype existed at the "psychoid" |evel,

whi ch was bel ow that of individual or collective unconsciousness, where the
organi ¢ and the inorganic neld and nerge into psychoid matrices which, if nudged
by the right archetype, would produce a reality-construct so astonishing that it
woul d appear |ike magick or a very strange "coincidence." Jung called these
psychoi d archetypal effects synch ronicities.

And Marvin Gardens, coked to the nines, is reading on and on with absolute
absor pti on:

Syngany fornms a zygote, which develops into a new diploid form and the cycle
begi ns anew

Cycles that's it, he thinks excitedly, we're all permutations and conbi nati ons
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of that first anmpeba every ejacul ation another birthdeath or node in the
everybranchi ng whatchanacallit. Ch nan this is heavy and |'mreally grooving
with it cycles in tinme great wheels turning |like the Mayan cal endar the genetic
clock like nusic but oh shit maybe it's just the coke | still haven't figured
out if the dam anpeba is inmmort al

But Malik is nmaintaining his cool, albeit with sone effort. "So all right," he
sai d aloud, facing the Eye unblinking, "are you just trying to scare ne to
death, or do you have a nessage for me?" Treat all of Themin a |ofty way, |est
They have cause to think thee weak, said Dr. Dee

"W better do the exorcismagain," whispered Carol Christnmas-nude, gol den, and
del i ci ous-al so mai ntai ni ng her cool

Carol had a great deal of experience at mmintaining her cool. Her career had
been typical of self-directed Unistat fermal es who matured in the early 1970s:
one rape at age fifteen while hitchhiking (she never hitchhiked again); two
abortions; husband #1, who turned out to be so free of Macho and the Ml e
Stereotype that even God's Lightning couldn't accuse himof Chauvinism (he wept
nost pite-ously when Carol got tired of supporting himand threw himout);
husband #2, who was brilliant, kind, generous, sensitive, and a junky; a
successi on of nediocre lovers, with one or two she still treasured in nenory but
wouldn't want to live with again for all the tea in Acapul co; producers who
believed that an actress as gorgeous as she should only be cast in roles that
justified getting all her clothes off sonetine during the third act and severa
times in their private offices; husband #3, who had put the goddamed | oa on her
when they separated; and Ronnie

"Ronnie is doing very well for a special child," the doctor had told her the
last tine she visited the hone. That was a hell of an el aborate euphem sm for
Mongol i an idiot, she thought angrily; but the doctor was trying to be kind, and
she forgave him

But two nights later she opened in another O f-Of-Of Broadway, Hiroshinm
Werewol f, and one critic described her as having "a special childlike quality
rem ni scent of Monroe." She felt a wave of vertigo on reading that: If the
doctor and the critic were not in cahoots to drive her over the edge, then those
words were the nost sinister kind of synchronicity. But she maintained her cool
Now she had a goddammed | oa on top of everything el se

She mai nt ai ned.

And Justin Case, deeper asleep, dapper as |oop, was just waltzing along Oud
Broadway with Judge W sh-ingdone, past Punker Hall, and there was a patchy fog
and a zoo city zoo, one nixson and a vegetable. And he was blowin to adans and

tilling the tyler, Don Judge Lincoln, nmercurial and zany and hoppy, that high on
the thigh-angle of him cruising the dollarwars and emanstirpating his skl avs
until he was caught with Topsy! in the barn!! on the farce of youlie!!! No

martha! that's jokeson's guile for you, toonsayer

But they were in the cherrytreeattric warld, an honest ape, he couldna tell a
phone. One nukied individual, with Ma in her gurdjef and Pop in the easel, to
the republic for witch's hands, by the Donzerly Light. And who cones up but

I ndr ar anbam and Rashowsunni er and Shivabull, | oads and toads of them forty of
them with their fords and hords and their gauchos and cheekos and junbos and
har poons i nem (corpus whal enl) asking about the |launches and donors and the
thousand and ninety things they ask, irking and rooki ng and snoopi ng, prying and
preying, forty of them all buyers cotter, infernal reanmn you sodage, doubt's
eternal fact, by all Chinatown howdi al s.

Justin nmoans in his sleep as the Iranian Rastuys Shiites close in on him

"Papa Legba, Papa Legba, Papa Legba,"” Joe Malik chants along with Carol
Christmas, while the astral/ electrical/prajnal/orgone/ psionic/bioplasmc/odyle
energy, or the Power of Imagination, in the roomcontinues to escalate toward
quant um wobbl e.

Papa Legba was the Qpener of the wi ndow, according to the Santaria netaphor

Li ke Maxwel|l's Denon, he could increase or decrease entropy at whim and take
you into alternative etgenstates. He was the Boss Honcho on the astral potentia
| evel, the al pha male of the pack. He'd kick the ass of any loa intruding on his
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good friends, and Carol had learned to be one of his very good friends since
living with Hugo de Naranj a.

Joe Malik didn't know from Papa Legba, but he understood the exorcismin his own
terns. Papa Legba was the guise in which Thoth, that nmaster Quick Change Artist,
appeared in the Santaria or Voudon gane. Joe knew about Thoth from Hagbard
Cel i ne, who al ways enpl oyed the Cabalistic/CGol den Dawn net aprograns when
attenpting quantumalterations in the fabric of reality. Thoth comuandered
seventy-ei ght servitors, each one encoded in his Book of Signals to mankind,
ordinarily known as the Tarot deck. Each Tarot card was synchronistic with a

di fferent quantum ei genval ue and the arrangenent of the cards, when shuffled at
random reveal ed the H dden Variabl e causing the "acausal" quantumjunp to the
next reality-nesh.

Mal i k the Skeptic tended to regard that explanation as pseudoscientific

bal derdash, but Malik the Shaman found it useful as a working hypothesis when
critters like Chronozon went bunmp in the night.

"Zeno of Elias on the other hand nmy dear renminds us that before the brick can
ever hit Krazy it nmust first travel half of the distance fromlgnatz's pawto
Krazy's head, but before it can do that it must cover half of that distance that
is to say a quarter of the original distance ..."

THE FETUS PEOPLE

John Disk had originally becone involved in norality and ideology due to the
Fetus Peopl e, as Pussycat genially |abeled the antiabortion novenent of the
1970s. The Fetus People did not like this description; they called thensel ves
the Right to Life Committee.

Disk was in his teens then and had the usual hornones flow ng through his

adol escent primate body. He thought he was continually tornmented by sinfu
desires, not understanding the role of testosterone in pubescent prinmates.

He was a nenber of the True Roman Catholic Church, a splinter group forned after
Vatican Il had taken the main body of the Romish religion off into heresy and
nmoder ni sm The nenbers were survivors of the Irish-American fasci smthat had
once rallied behind Father Coughlin, Father Feeney, and Senator Joe MCart hy.
They regarded the English Mass as being al nost as sacril egi ous as abortion and
Social Security as only one step from Stalinism

The Fetus People or the Right to Life Commttee was an anmal gamati on of True
Roman Catholics with the kind of Fundanmentalists Protestants sel dom seen north
of Bad Ass, Texas. They were, like all primate ideologists and noralists,
chiefly concerned with finding no-good shits and dunpi ng on them

They believed the abortionists were in |league with all the other no-good shits,
including the Rockefellers, the international Comunist sex educators,
|ife-extension researchers, cattle nutilators, NASA, and the intergal actic Bl ack
Magi ci ans of the Illumnati, under the | eadership of the infanous Cagliostro the
G eat.

They al so believed that the Unistat government had never waged an unjust war,
that the hair of the seventh son of a seventh son cures warts, and nost of what
they read in Reader's D gest.

By 1982 the legal struggles over abortion were over and the whol e i ssue seened
as renote as the War of the Roses. This was because a 100 percent effective

nor ni ng-after contraceptive had been on the market since 1980 and had proven so
effective that requests for abortions had dwindled to virtually zero.

By 1983 t he econom c demand for abortions was about as microscopic as the demand
for buggy whips in 1923, after every town in Unistat had switched from
horse-drawn carriages to autonobiles. Another quantumjunp in sociol ogy had
occurred.

Actually, the norning-after pill was a chem cal abortifa-cient, as any

bi ochem st knew. The bi ochem sts never tal ked about this in public, since they
were all agnostic liberals and it was against their principles to either lie by
denying the facts or to help the Fetus People by telling the truth.

As a result of this policy by the biochem sts only a handful of the Fetus People
turned their attack against the pill when abortion was no |onger a live issue.
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Since the resultant of the norning-after pill was, to the human eye, no
different fromordinary nenstruation, opposing this seenmed exceedingly eccentric
even for Fetus Peopl e.

The najority of the Fetus People, deprived of their. raison d etre, began
splitting amoebalike into factions and subfactions.

Some few of them who had really been concerned with the rights of the unborn,
becane concerned at last with the rights of the born and | aunched new groups to
oppose the surviving vestiges of war, capital punishnment, or poverty in backward
parts of the planet.

The nmajority, who had been nmainly preoccupied with finding no-good shits and
dunpi ng on them joined organizations |ike NOODLE (National Organization

Organi zed for Decent Literature and Entertainment) or the First Bank of

Rel i gi osophy.

John Disk drifted into Wiite Heroes Opposing Red Extremism a group nostly
concerned with conbating parapsychol ogy, psychics, UFO denons, sex educators,
cattle mutilators, and, of course, the | oathsome Cagliostro the Geat.

RCSENFELT HAS DESTROYED ME

In 1941 the Carter Brothers Carnival played Xenia, Chio, and some students from
Antioch College tried to throw Cagliostro a whamy with a dragon-headed Japanese
condom His handling of that chall enge aroused the admration and awe of old
carny hands; and they were even nore anmazed by his friendship with Ranbo, the
I'ion.

Sandoz, the lion tanmer, in particular, was astonished at Cagliostro's ability to
sit for hours in the cage, he and the lion staring into each other's eyes |ike

| overs.

"Are you hypnoti zing hin?" Sandoz asked once.

"Not at all," Cagliostro said, |laughing. "He's hypnotizing me. O naybe we're
just learning to get outside our own skins. That's what life is all about, you
know maki ng wi ndows, breaking out of every box ..."

The failure of the students to shake up Cagliostro led a few professors to cone
over and try various scientific devices not likely to be included in any
standard verbal code. He placidly identified rheostats, Weatstone bridges, pH
met ers, Bunsen burners, and even a gyroscope. The next night they were back with
a chem cal formula never before synthesized.

"Are you presently able to see the particular object that | have been given at
this tinme?" the girl asked.

And the blindfolded Cagliostro replied calmy, "A test tube. Wth sone bl ue
liquidinit. A copper sul phate conpound."

"That's a dammed good code," the professors agreed, nore fervently this tine, as
they drove back to Antioch

(There's no hope of sal vagi ng anyt hi ng-the suicide note had said-and you're
going to have to nake it on your own, just like |I did. Rosenfelt has destroyed
me and he'll destroy free enterprise.)

The carnival was in Biloxi, Mssissippi, that winter, and Cagliostro was trying
his new gi g, conbining Houdini-style escapes with his nentalismact. He had been
|l ocked in a trunk, and the local police cooperatively used their best padl ocks
to secure the chains. He settled down to slow, regular yoga breathing-the escape
actually took only a few mnutes, but he was follow ng Houdini's formula that
the audi ence was nore inpressed if they had to wait a half hour for the mracle.
The yoga conserved the oxygen in the trunk agai nst any possibility that panic,
toward the end, mght force himinto rapid breathing. He tined the breaths

agai nst a sl ow AUMMMMW his mind drifted back to Park Avenue and a bl ack maid
whose framed picture of a Catholic-looking Jesus sonetines in certain lights
seened to have horns, and he rel axed his hands and feet (there can be no nuscle
tension in the torso if the extrenities are totally linp), bringing her face
back clearly, and he heard a voice shouting, "W're at war! The Japanese went
and bonbed sone place called Pearl Harbor in Honolulu!"

Cagliostro was always carrying around a book called Hono Ludens in those days.
"I's that about faggots?" Sandoz asked hi m once.
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Cagliostro laughed. "No," he said. "It's Latin. It neans . . . uh, you knowit's
hard to translate . . . Man the Gane Pl ayer, | suppose."

Sandoz grinned. "You can |learn all about that just by watching the marks," he
said. "I been a carny dam near twenty years now and | swear fromthe things |
seen, you could sit down with a blackjack table and a sign saying TH'S GAME | S
CROOKED, ' and half the narks would still sit down opposite you and try to beat
you. A mark wants to |ose," he concluded profoundly, alnbst with anger.

"No," Cagliostro said. "The mark wants to be hypnotized. He wants to enter the
world of magic, with mrrors and bl ue snoke and shifting shapes, and he's
willing to be swindled, just to have a glinpse of that world."

"I's that what that book says?" Sandoz asked.

"More or less," Cagliostro said. "In sociological jargon."

JUMPED BY JESUS

DECEMBER 24, 1983:

Mary Margaret W deblood still couldn't get to sleep, and The Search for the

Hi storical WV ad was pishposh. She got out of bed and padded over to the desk to
gl ance at the | atest volunes that had arrived for review

FROM CALI GARI TO VLAD

Anot her pretentious volune of neo-Freudian filmcriticismby George Dorn,

obvi ously cashing in on the current fad. Rot.

THE RADI CAL EPI STEMOLOGY

OF SMOKEY STOVER

Hm? Marshall MLuhan again. Try a page:

and the Notary Sojac sign, comunicating nmuch by its very inscrutability, is not
al phabetical but ideogrammic, bringing tribal nystery to the electronic
continuum just as Chief Cash U Nutt, true shaman that he is

Fi ddl ef addl e. What el se have we got?

IN THE CASTLE CF VLAD

Sonebody el se ripping off Marvin Gardens.

CONTEMPORARI ES OF VLAD

I smell a fad in the naking.

PATTERNS OF FASCI ST ART

Who' s being di ssected? Wagner, Pound, Celine, R efen-stahl, Vonnegut

Vonnegut? Ch: It's by Kate MIlett.

JACKIE DID I T!

The | atest Kennedy assassi nati on expose. Bosh.

| AWAIT H' S RETURN

By who? Rebecca Goodman. Didn't she wite that anthropol ogy book a few years
back, GCol den Apples of sonething? What this tinme? Hm Had her husband
cryonically frozen at death. Hm

Well, let's see. MIlett, | guess.

Beneath the veneer of chic liberalism Vonnegut's sexist prejudice reveals hm
skip a bit refusal to recognize dialectic of capitalist blah blah blah a really
sinister note enters with the chauvinist caricature of Montana W1 dstack bl ah
bl ah beneath the sentinentality a ruthless determ nation to subjugate and

hum | i at e wonen

Mary Margaret realized that she was getting horny again; any reference to
subjugation and humliation was likely to trigger that response in her. She
stealthily renoved the vibrator fromthe bureau drawer again, clinbed back into
bed with Patterns of Fascist Art, and then renmenbered a little bit of hashish
left in the living room

"Perhaps a diagramwould help," Blake WIllians said, getting a sketchpad and
drawi ng rapidly:

"This is ordinary causality, as we usually experience it," he said, as Natalie
stifled a yawm. "A causes B, which causes C, and so on. | go to WIdeblood's
party at A and neet you, and we cone here to B, and we discuss Krazy Kat at C
which leads to Schrdédinger's Cat at D. Got it?"

"Yeah, the CQutenberg fix; the |inear node, as MLuhan calls it. ..."
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"Ri ght you are. Now quantum causality, before the appearance of the epi phenonena
of space and time, functions entirely differently if we trust Bell's Theorem It
| ooks nmore like this." And WIlians sketches rapidly:

"A 'causes' B, C, D, and E, but B also 'causes’ A C, D, and E, and C 'causes
A B D and E. . . and so on. Got it . . . ? Al before the appearance of the
space-time manifold."

"You nmean it works everywhichway in tinme ..
"No, it happens before tine itself appears along with space as a by-product of

t he quantum nesh. "

Brrrzzzzzznmmbrz the vibrator purrs along as Mary Margaret surrenders again to
Hm(to Hm) starting to conpose a poem al nost "Crush ne in your Dionysian

bi ceps, Jesus Lord" but that was perhaps a bit too Hopkins and the reality of it
was beyond poetry (heresy: she could never adnit that in literary circles) but
the thrust and the purr and the agony and the ecstasy of it Lord Lord lord
because she was renmenbering an old Sufi proverb about the three stages of the
Path which were "Lord, use ne" and then "Lord, use ne but don't break ne" and
then "Lord, | don't care if you break me"

and He was breaki ng her smashing her annihilating her the G eat Mgician of the
Tarot naked on the bed as SHe rammed hir cock up his ass

| AM CONFUSED
To be is to be rel ated.
-cassi us keyser, Thinking About Thi nking

DECEMBER 24, 1983:
"So that the brick never noves, logically," WIIlianms says.

"Yeah | had that in a class at the New School, 'Paradox and Personality,' it's
based on you know Rel ativistic Ego Therapy, we're all Enpedocl ean concepts in
soci al topology. " Natalie actually had received an A for the course.

"In territorial topology ny dear I uminvented Rel ativistic Ego Therapy,"

Wl lians says, nmeaning: | created the course.

"You're that Professor Wlliams ny God you' re fanpbus at the new School." Natalie
was i npressed.

"And at Esal en umyes ny dear but to the world at |arge-

Wllians denmurs.

"Thank God |'man atheist," Joe Malik said fervently. "If | considered for even
a nmonent for even a mcrosecond that the pretense of a denon night be
functionally equivalent to the presence of a demon . . . Just change the t to an
s "

But Marvi n abandons the Britannica (never find what you really want in there)
and undressing for bed funbles at the radio for sonething bearable, only to hear
I"'min love with VIlad the I npaler

Wth Hitler and N xon and Ahab the Whal er

He quickly turns the dial (after a noment of pride at newwon fame and w ncing
at the cacophony of The Civic Mnster), finding a classical station the end of
the Ninth all those heavenly choirs singringinging at the Orega Point over a
century before science discovered it (always read N etzsche and listen to
Ludwi g, was one of his adages, for the |ong-range evol utionary perspective),
pops a downer to take the edge off the coke jitters before they cone, and slips
under the covers renenbering Linda's nouth two inches four inches six inches

ni ne goddammed i nches gorgeous splat splat splat always splitting but always
one, is it really? as Ludwig answers yes | will yes

I never died said he

"But the crowning insult to our sinple-nminded realismcones, of course, from our
friends the physicists,” WIliams explains. "If Krazy is Schrddinger's Cat in
the fanmpbus denonstration then my dear then we are really up the ontol ogica

creek without a paddl e because when the brick is hurled she may be in any of
several etgenstates, several mathematical probability matrices, in sone of which
the brick will certainly hit her and in sone of which it will not."

"Ch, wow. "
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"Ww, indeed. To paraphrase Descartes: T think; therefore, | am confused.
ESCAPI SM

The first fame of Cagliostro began while he was touring with the U S. O during
the war. He had entirely abandoned nmentalism by then and his act depended
entirely on escaping fromeverything the MP.'s could devise to restrain him
Variety called him"the new Houdini" in 1945, just a few nonths before

Hi r oshi na.

His first arrest occurred in the fall of that year, possession of marijuana, the
charges dismssed without a trial. (H s agent's connections, the Crane famly

| awyer, the fact that the Crane fortune had not been w ped out entirely when
ORGASMCR dropped to the bottomof the Big Board, and judicious oiling of what
Show Bi z and underworl d people call "tin mttens"-officials on the take-
contributed to this happy consunmation.) He was one of the first guests on The
Ed Sul livan Show, but was never asked to return due to a 1948 "noral s" arrest:
the girl was quite young and an "act agai nst nature" was alleged. Once again,
nmoney changed hands and there was no tri al

His career was nostly "in the clubs" after that; Hollywod and TV were both in
one of their chronic contractions of cowardice at the end of the decade.

A second norals arrest, followed rapidly by a second pot bust, nade hima little
too hot for nobst club owners. Still-the crowds turned out wherever he appear ed.
The nob decided to set i medi ate nobney agai nst caution, and he was allowed to go
on working. Until his disastrous appearance before the House Un- Anerican
Activities Comrittee in 1950.

"You're not a Comuni st, you hardly know any Comuni sts, you could have sung
like a bird without hurting yourself,"” his agent said afterward. "Wy did you
have to do it, baby?"

"Listen," Crane said angrily. "Do you think |I can get out of a rucking set of
Juni or G Man handcuffs if | let one single jot of fear get into ny head? You
don't understand. | can't let anything scare ne-especially not shit-heads |ike
them "

"It's your own funeral,"” the agent replied glumy. "I'Il tell you the plain and
varni shed facts. You're gonna end up |ike Chaplin. Two sex scandals, two drug
scandal s, and now this. You' re gonna end up worse than Chaplin. You're
box-of fi ce poison, baby. Fromthis day forward."

THE HEAD REVOLUTI ON

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

Al t hough the HEAD Revol ution transforned the Terran primtes at the time of this
anci ent Romance, nobody knows when it actually began. Sone trace it to certain
Al chemical cults of the early Dark Ages; some say it did not properly start as
an organi zed novenent until neuro-pharnmacol ogy began to replace ol d-fashi oned
"psychol ogy” in the late Dark Ages (i.e., just before the time of this epic
novel ); sone try to find its origins in primtive shamani sm and yoga.

VWhat is clear is that sone primates on Terra began to transcend genetic
four-circuit limtations many centuries, or even mllennia, before true

neur osci ence appeared anong them Wether this was due to nutation, enpirica
hit-or-mss experinentation with al kal oid herbs, or other factors is unknown. In
Egypt and China and other places, a few primates reported fifth-circuit

rapt ures-the dawni ng of neurosomati c consci ousness-two thousand or even three
thousand years before the Space Age began

The picture is the same on all planets. A few biots suddenly rise above the
eat-it-or-flee-it inprints of the anphibian biosurvival circuit, above the

dom nate-or-submt inmprints of the mammalian territorial-enotional circuit,
above the either/or logic of the homnid semantic circuit, above the "good" and
"bad" values of the tribal sociosexual circuit. They have transcended infantile
feedi ng progranms, childish enotional programnms, adol escent phil osophizing, and
adult "responsibility" (pack role) all at once.

What has happened, of course, is that these biots have forned a fifth circuit in
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their brains. This is called the neurosomatic circuit because it allows

consci ous feedback between the nervous system ("mnd," in prescientific primate
| anguage) and the sonma ("body"). In the larval stages of this Hedonic

Revol ution, every planet exhibits the same nonot onous pattern

Mystici smand nononani a appear. Many of the nutated biots becone convinced that
they control everything (the "l-am God" syndrome), not realizing that they
merely control their own perceptual field.

"Mracle healings" are reported. The neurosomatic ("m nd body") feedback | oop
all ows the nutant biots to become healthier, younger-I|ooking, and sl eeker
("handsomer") than average. They soon believe, and are encouraged by their
admrers to never doubt, that they can "cure" anything.

Neur osomati ¢ i ntol erance appears. The mnutated biots grow annoyed, and become
extrenely critical about, the robot mechanisms of first-circuit

appr oach- avoi dance, second-circuit dom nation-subm ssion, third-circuit either
or-logic, and static fourth-circuit sex roles. They call on everybody to fl oat
free like thenselves, or |ike the w nd.

The other biots usually declare these five-circuit nutants to be divine, or else
they kill them Sonetinmes they do both.

The condition was just becom ng understood on Terra at the tine of this Quantum
Conedy, as neuropharnacol -ogists slowy traced the |inks between neurochem stry
and the creation of perceived reality-tunnels.

GRAPEFRU T THROUGH THE NI GHT

Anyone with |I's in their hood could see it was a tight cityation there on bonger
howl , one nation under guard, as Case tosses in the nmdst of the nightnare, al
of them whooping it oop with their tomyhawk fans and their noody decks and
their scolded litters, one nation in a dirigible.

Forty of themwith town feathers, raising coin as much as they were able,

i nsi di ous rapacious seditious, with their stars bangl ed bangers and the ranrods
we wel shed, through the nox with the lox froma bulb, till the girl with colitis
goes by, and Case really saddling hard into it and glow ng coolish along with it
and hooverin deeper and dotter into doubt about it, pushing a head with their
desotos and pontiacs there. "Buy all Chimatong hi ghdeal s," they sang.

It was the Guylum Bardot or the Bardot Theodial or if not it was the vector
nmoani ng there, all singing O atum bonb O adum bum vee green send unum bl at her
The very nuddl e of a nodel notel tea party: |nmmlaton, Resurrection, Sewandsow.
And Justin Case awoke.

Just a nightmare, just a nightmare . . . Indians auditing his incone tax and al
that, fading now, only a trauna house, or a dranm, yes, fadern

Justin sat up and turned on the |ight.

Hs first thought was that he was only dreaning that he had awakened.

For, at the foot of his bed, there stood a little green man in a m niature NASA
spacesui t.

"I am Apollon of Mars," he said. "Cone with nme at once."

THERE |'S NO GOVERNCOR ANYWHERE

Hugh Crane served his contenpt-of-Congress sentence at Lew sburg Federa
Penitentiary, the "gentleman's club" as the Maf calls it, where the governnent
incarcerates those ritzy felons who are not likely to shiv a guard or clinb a
wal | .

He worked in the library with Alger H ss. They both watched the fanpus
"Checkers" speech on the TVin the rec room This was a nasterpiece of primate
oratory in which a vice presidential candidate named Richard N xon argued that
huge sunms of npbney given to himby various businessnmen were not intended as
bri bes and were not expected to result in reciprocal favors on his part.

"As an old carny nman," M. H ss asked M. Crane, "what do you think of that
perf or mance?"

"The dog shtik was very good," Crane said professionally. "But he |eft out
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Mot her . "
Anot her di stingui shed guest at Lew sburg that year was the agi ng | daho poet and
fol k singer Ezra Pound, who was also in for Un-American Activities. He and Crane

never got along well, because Pound, who had sel dom been outside | daho,
di strusted all easterners.
Crane performed yoga exercises every day in his cell. The Illunminati, of course,

subsequently scanned the notes he kept on these neurophysi ol ogi cal experinents.
The nost interesting items were the foll ow ng:

April 23, 1952-1t helps if you identify each letter of AUMw th one of the three
gods of the Hindu trinity. Ais Brahm the Creator: let it explode upward from
the di aphragm like the big bang of creation itself. Uis Vishnu, the Preserver
hold it so long that it vibrates, like the rhythmof life, the Big Beat of

Beet hoven's Seventh. Mis Shiva, the Destroyer: close the lips in a decisive
bite of "This is the way the world ends" as you enter the silence.

May 1, 1952-Today, unexpectedly, pure dhyana. It was so rmuch sinpler than | ever
guessed, and it is obviously a matter of practice. No wonder the yogis say that
it's dangerous to do this without a guru: | amno better or worse, norally, and
no wiser or nore "spiritual." Repetition is the whole key. Force the nerves and
muscl es and gl ands, force themday after day, and it happens. The chief function
of the guru is to ensure that you don't take advantage of the new freedomtoo
qui ckly and get yourself in trouble with the authorities. The guru doesn't help
it happen at all (as the honest ones admit); you do all the work yourself. The
guru just makes sure that the rapture flows into "safe" (donesticated?)
channel s. Wthout such a noral watchdog, | amfree to do as | bl oody please.

I just realized why all the real occult schools are so dammed secretive, why the
ordinary seeker is given a |ot of double-talk and ejected out the sanme door
wherein he cane. |If everybody could do this, the whole world would be in

conti nuous revol ution.*

May 27, 1952- Anot her successful dhyana. There's nothing to it, really. The brain
obvi ously operates on the same principle as those fellows in The Hunting of the
Snark: "What | tell you three tinmes is true." (Three million tinmes is nore
accurate.) It was narvel ous-better than the first tinme-and |I'll never identify
with "Cagliostro the Geat" or "Hugh Crane" or even "ne" or the perpendicul ar
pronoun, ever again.

I can see nore and nore clearly why all this is "sealed with seven seal s" and

hi dden behind all kinds of nystification. Society as we know it is based on
torture and death, or the threat of torture and death. | amin here to be
tortured, although the authorities will never admit that. (What they do with
heretics in other countries is torture; what we do here is penology.) The cage
experience is profoundly punishing to the average human, as to any primate; it
is the formof torture our society countenances. It is no torture to nme only
because | have | earned certain neurol ogical arts every stage nagici an | earns.
But if everybody could go into dhyana at will, nobody could be controll ed-by
fear of prison, by fear of whips or electroshock, by fear of death, even. A
existing society is based on keeping those fears alive, to control the masses.
*Terran Achi ves 2803: Dhyana was the Sanskrit nane, used by the Hi ndic prinates,
to describe the opening and inprinting of the neurosomatic circuit. The term
and the techniques of inducing it, becane Ch'an in China and Zen in Japan. It
was al ways supervised by an al pha male for the reasons Crane suspected. It
represents the dawni ng of post-prinmate consciousness and t he HEAD Revol uti on,

t hereby rendering the biot independent of the prinmate dom nance-subni ssion

hi erar chy.

Ten peopl e who know what | know woul d be nore dangerous than a million arned
anar chi sts.

July 23, 1952-1 can hardly wite. Today | reached Samadhi. It makes dhyana | ook
i ke nothing by conparison. All ny certainty is gone. | should be terrified, but
instead |' mecstatic. If this is possible, anything is possible.*

These notes were not published when Hugh cane out of prison. |Instead, he brought
forth a book cheerfully titled There is No Governor Anywhere, which explained
sone-not all-of his magic escapes, and set this in the context of a phil osophy
whi ch decl ared every individual a creator of his own universe. The polenics
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agai nst governnent and organi zed religion were tactless, to say the least, for a
performer dependi ng upon public goodwill; Crane did not hesitate to identify his
outl ook bluntly as athei smand anarchi sm

To everybody's surprise, including Crane's, the book becane a best-seller, and
he becanme the nost controversial man in the United States. Even in the fearfu
fifties- even with Anerican Legion and John Birch chapters constantly rem nding
everyone of his drug arrests, his sex arrests, and the docunented fact that
prison authorities had del ayed his parol e because of his honbsexual seduction of
a younger inmate-Hugh Crane acquired a new following. TV gingerly tested himon
the egghead ghetto of Sunday afternoon, then pronoted himto the late-late talk
shows.

*Terran Archives 2803: Samadhi was the Hi ndustani nanme for the opening and
imprinting of the sixth (netraprogranming) circuit in the frontal |obes of the
post-primate brain. Mst of those who achieved it before the HEAD Revol ution
were just as bew | dered as Crane and could say only that the experience was
"ineffable."

He managed to end every appearance with the words "There is no governor
anywhere; you are all absolutely free."

And around then-to the vocal dismay of press and clergy-a club owner decided he
was a "freak" act ("They'll hate himbut they'll cone") and Crane was able to
work as a mmgician again. The crowd overflowed into the street and nmany were
turned away. Cagliostro introduced a new escape, froma | ead box that had been
wel ded cl osed in view of the audience. "There is no restraint that cannot be
escaped,” he told themin an intense tone. "W are all absolutely free."

A pudgy Broadway col umi st naned Benny Benedict, who was just starting to get a
followi ng, interviewed himthe next day. "How the hell did you nmanage that

wel ded- box escape?" Benedict asked bluntly.

"l used real magic," the Great Cagliostro pronounced

"Cone off it," Benedict said. But Cagliostro nerely grinned at himinpudently.

THE ORDEAL OF RHODA CHI EF

When Rhoda Chi ef becane the country's top Rock singer at the age of seventeen in
1958, her education was virtually nil. She knew very few facts and several dozen
factoids: the long side of the triangle is called the hypotenuse and is equal to
both of the other sides, or one side multiplied by the other, or sonething |ike
that; what she had in her panties could make a | ot of noney if she was smart, or

a lot of trouble if she was dunb; if you spit on an eraser, it will erase ink;
Col unbus did his trip in 1492, and they either started the revolution or
finished it in 1776; Lincoln freed the slaves; if you yell |oud enough nobody
can tell if you're on key or off; we're all gonna get blown to hell by the bonb

sooner or later; yellow make all your troubles go away, but the reds are the
ones to take before a concert or a recordi ng session

After her abortion she | earned enough about birth control to teach a course at
the YWCA. After being screwed blued and tattooed by two record conpanies in a
row, she also | earned enough about contract |aw to teach that at Harvard.

Her real education began when she became the mistress of Cagliostro the G eat.
The first one to see the whip marks on Rhoda's back was an old friend from

Ar kham Hi gh School, Doris Horus.

"Why don't you | eave hinP" Doris asked.

"I't's voluntary," Rhoda said stonily. "lIt's nmy True WII."

The scandal eventually becane an official rumor-"A nightclub Nostradanus,
previously involved in other sex and drug of fenses, is treating his

bal | ad-belting sweetheart in a very sick way. Readers of a certain French
marqui s will know what | nean,"” was its first printed form in the nation's nost
wi dely read gossip colum. "You' ve got quite a reputation as a sadist," Epicene
W deblood, the literary critic, said to Crane the very day that appeared.
"Afraid to be identified with ne publicly?" Crane asked. They were in

W deblood's jet-set pad, on Sutton Pl ace.

"Ch, not at all, darling," Eppy purred. "How funny that | should know what you
really are. Don't |, babe?" He lifted Crane's chin with the toe of his shoe.
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"Yes, master," Crane nunbl ed.

"Ch, that sounded a little sullen. |I think you're just a bit rebellious today,
babe. That nust be punished."

"Yes, master," Crane said, going to the closet for the ropes. After he was
stripped, and |lying face down on the bed, Eppy carefully tied his four linbs to
the four bedposts.

"You are ny slave and you can't escape," he said.

"I amyour slave and | can't escape," Crane repeated, as W/I debl ood nmounted him
both of themperfectly aware that he could slip the knots at any tine.

Crane took Rhoda to the Rai nbow Room that night and nmade a point of loudly and
brutally humiliating her throughout the neal. She accepted it all (her hundred
nmost intimate friends and enenmies in the roomnoticed with disapproval), as if
he had hypnoti zed her.

Rhoda actually took nearly a year to discover what was happening to her. It had
started with a routine roll in the hay, but in the niddle of it he lifted her to
an unusual position. "Wat the hell is this?" she asked.

"Ti betan, angel," he said softly. "Relax and you'll enjoy it."

She rel axed, and it was the nmpst extraordi nary sexual experience of her life.
After that, for two nonths, she followed all of his instructions, with grow ng
delight and a firmbelief that she was approaching that Utimte O gasmthe
Mailer fellow was always witing about. Then, one night, he brought out the
ropes.

"Now, wait a minute," she said, "that's English. That's kink. Go to London if
you want that."

"I love you," he nurmured, his nouth noving south across her belly toward her
bush; inalittle while, she agreed to the restraints. He tied themvery
firmy-and then, to her relief, no weapon was produced. He didn't even produce
his own weapon; it was entirely oral. After five orgasns, she found himsitting
up and lighting a joint. In a mnute, he held it to her own lips. "For the big
one," he said. She toked hungrily while he kissed and caressed her and nuttered
endear nent s-but she could still feel the ropes. Wen the joint was finished he
finally mounted her and gal |l oped into some di nension of spasm she had never
known bef ore.

"God," she said, com ng back to herself, "that was the big one." But he was
reversed again, his mouth on her snatch, and her head spun

The nild discipline began a few weeks later. "It builds up the charge," he said,
and she found that it did. Soon she agreed that stronger discipline built an
ever-greater charge. Wen the sadismswi tched to a psychol ogical |evel, she was
too far gone to stop, living in a dark and pul sating cave of ecstasy and pain
mllions of light-years fromcomnon earth. She accepted degradati on,

hum liation, and the growi ng vanpirism which seened cal cul ated to slowy destroy
her |last remants of ego.

Once or twice, she renenbered |ater, she had feebly protested, "Enough, too
much. Pl ease."

"No!" he shouted. "We're at the edge. W've got to go all the way over."

("Yes, nmaster," he would be saying to Epicene WI debl ood a few hours |ater,
"what ever you wi sh, master.")

"You could have | ots of bookings, instead of just working in public terlets,"”
his agent told him "I could get you in top-noney roons. People would forget
those drug charges, and those teenaged girls, if you didn't keep remninding them
by being even worse. The way you and Rhoda carry on in public, everyone thinks
you're a kink. And you and that faggot, W/I debl ood-everyone thinks you're a
touch | avender yoursel f, buddy. Wy don't you straighten out, for Christ's sake?
You're going to end up a beggar."

(Renenbering: possibly a previous incarnation: Hesse at the station in Zurich
"The nescaline, ja, the nescaline is the great teacher": and Ctowl ey in Berlin:
"The question is, who is it that seeks the True Sel f?" Al so |ong ago, so far
away, and Richard Jung saying, "I aman accountant, | don't buy any of this
mysticism" begging on the street near the O d G anary where Paul Revere and the
original Five lie buried, Rancid the Butler, Manma Sutra, weeping anong the
corpses at Chateau Thierry. "Please Jesus don't let nme die, don't let ne die
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.

The boy, who was to becone Cagliostro the Great, heard "You're going to end up a
beggar" and | ooked back and saw the tranp falling to the ground, very slowy,
like the tree he had seen fall slowy after being chopped by the caretaker at
the upstate Crane country hone. And, just like the tree, when he finally reached
the sidewal k, the tranp didn't nove at all, not one bit; he even seened to get
stiff like the tree did, only faster.

"On your knees," Cagliostro said sternly, and Rhoda obediently crossed the floor
on her knees. "Ask for it," he said.

"l beg you, master," she said, "to stick your cock inside ny cunt and fuck ne
and nake ne cone again and again and again. Oh, please, naster."

He Iit a cigar, pretending to deliberate, and then blew snoke in her face. "No,"
he said. "I want you to suck me off. Nothing at all for you tonight."

But a few nights later, when he was on top of her and inside her, and chanting
in Tibetan, she suddenly thought she saw a kind of |ight around his head and two
horns sprouting on his tenple, and then it was like a mllion balloons bursting
i nside her and outside her at once, each balloon releasing a twi nkle of |ight,
each light a species of orgasm "Rhoda Chief" ceased to exist. Eternities |ater
reentering time, she found he was again at the bottom of the bed, head between

her legs, licking ferociously. She fainted.
He had a large library dealing with both stage nagi ¢ and occultism and Rhoda
occasionally browsed in it. The next norning, while he was still asleep, she

went back to it and searched in several volunes by Rosenkreuz, Therion,

| anbacchus, Prinn, Dee, and Kelly. "The Mass of the Holy Ghost" was variously
descri bed, but the Rose of Ruby was always identified with water and the first H
in JHVH, the H of notherhood. The Cross of Gold had different neanings, too, but
was chiefly fire and the J of JHVH, the J of fatherhood. Bringing the J and the
Hi? together, the wedding of Cross and Rose, produced the manifestation of the
Holy Ghost in the formof a eucharist, which was then consuned by the al chem st.
My God, she thought, the Cross is his cock and the Rose is ny cunt; that's why
he goes down on nme afterward, as well as just before, "The eucharist,"” old
Prinn's words said blandly, "is both male and fenmale, both living and dead, both
fire and water, and yet its creation involves no violation of nature but nerely
obedi ence to nature's own | aws, together with the proper spiritual attitude."

Pr of essor Nosferatu of Colunbia, an old friend of Rhoda's, listened raptly as
she recited the words to him "That's not Tibetan, whatever he told you," he
said. He repeated it with correct pronunciation: "I O PAN IO PAN PAN | O
PANGENI TOR | O PANPHAGE. It's an invocation of the god Pan in classic Geek. 'lo

Pan, 1o Pan, Pan. lo Pan-All-Creator, lo Pan-All-Devourer.' " He |ooked at her
curi-ously. "You know, |'ve heard sone rather odd runors about you and him "
"What ever you' ve heard,"” she said with a faint smle, "is probably true. | want

you to give ne the nane of the best shrink you know. | want sonebody to work on
my head and help ne to stay amay fromhim?"

TRADE Al DS

GALACTI C ARCHI VES

After the RI CH Econony had revol utionized the |lives and expectations of

Uni staters on and off Terra, Eve Hubbard realized that the time was now ripe to
abol i sh poverty entirely. She did this by declaring every citizen a sharehol der
in the L5 space-cities and distributing National Dividends every year

Agai n, Hubbard's political genius was evident. O hers who had proposed such a
plan in the past (e.g., the engineers C. H Douglas and R Buckm nster Fuller,
the inventor Tom Edi son, the semanticist A fred Korzybski, the physicist
Frederi c Soddy) had assumed such divi dends woul d have to be "money." This
proposal, in that form always aroused heated opposition fromthe al pha nal es of
t he banki ng busi ness, who understood well that an expandi ng noney supply woul d
|l ower the interest rate, seriously threatening their profits.

Hubbard call ed her National Dividend tickets "trade aids," a termdevised by a
public relations firmshe had comm ssioned to nake the i dea palatable to
domesti cated pri mates.
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Trade aids were like nmoney only in that they could be exchanged for comodities
or services. They were unlike nobney in that they could not be | oaned at
interest; the bankers kept their nonopoly on the interest market and were

mol i fi ed.

Trade aids were also unlike noney in that they could not be hoarded. Each ticket
was dated, and lost value at 1 percent per nonth after the issue date, becomni ng
totally valuel ess in one hundred nonths, or eight years and four nonths. There
was thus a built-in incentive to spend the trade aids as soon as possible.

When the first trade aid dividends were distributed, it turned out that even the
poorest Unistat citizens had the equival ent of $80,000 for that year, in

pur chasi ng power, even though the tickets were not called "noney."

Citizens with that much purchasi ng power have huge dermand, in the econonic sense
of ability to buy. The econonmy expanded nore rapidly than ever, with new

busi nesses springing up continually, both on Terra and in the space-cities.

The rest of Terra was soon copyi ng these innovations- the socialist countries
most slowy and grudgi ngly. By 1995 starvation had been elininated
everywhere-just as had been the goal of the Hunger Project, started by a
California primate named Erhard back in the 1970s. By then Hubbard had been out
of the White House for six years and busy again at genetics and | ongevity
research. She often said to friends that her whole political career had been
merely an experinment in altering the paraneters of prinate sociobi ol ogy.

TO CRCSS AGAIN

DECEMBER 24, 1983:

Si non Moon toked at his pipe, pulling the hash deep into his lungs, floating
withit.

Decenber 23 had been a hell of a day. Ubu and Knight and the other guys fromthe
FBI had been all over the shop demandi ng to know why the Beast couldn't tel

them any nore about the mi ssing scientists and warni ng om nously that President
Lousewart was Personally Concerned and so on and so forth: the usua

governnental craperoo. Sinon only stayed on the job for the sheer pleasure he
got out of working with the Beast, fucking up the governnent fromw thin. But
even that pleasure was wearing thin, and he hopped a suborbital to New York just
to be away from everythi ng Washi ngtoni an for the holidays.

He exhal ed a fog of cannabis nolecules and returned his attention to his
favorite bedtime reading, Brown's Laws of Form

To cross again is not to cross.

It must have been the hash, but suddenly that sinple axionmatic statenment was
fraught with new and urgent neaning. A knight's nove on the word processor woul d
switch Fto N, the FBI to the NBI, abolishing Knightness in the process

Only the quantuminseparability principle would explain why Furbi sh Lousewart
went away in the sane rotation.

Si non found that he had wandered or teleported fromthe bedroomto the toilet
and was staring in absorption at the sink. The two handl es, one saying H and the
other C, seened to have enornpus Cabalistic neaning, connected, perhaps, with
the fact that Joe Malik had been Jo Malik before the coll apse of the state

vect or.

O course, out-of-the-book experiences are not yet recogni zed by orthodox

sci ence. The parapsychol ogi sts who dare to specul ate about such things are
ritually torn asunder and di snmenbered by Marvin Gardens in the back pages of the
Scientific Anerican. Still, this does not discourage Sinon Mon, who is, after
all, a close associate of the Beast and hip to the programmer's trade secret
that all that exists is information: everything else is manmali an
sense-inpression and thus hallucinatory. Besides, Sinon is doing it right now
and can see in one instant, in the twinkling of an eye, the total contents of
the novel, a mracle of micromniaturization in the frontal |obes, as the

met aprogranming circuit clicks into action.

The novel was called The Universe Next Door. It existed-was bought and sold and
| oaned-in a super-continuumcalled the United States of Anerica, which was

Uni stat enlarged into other dinensions.
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Everything in the novel was inevitable, as everything in the superconti nuum
contai ning the novel was inevitable.

Everyt hing that happened in Unistat had to happen, as everything in the United
States of Anerica had to happen

That whi ch was above was precisely reflected in that which was bel ow

To cross again was not to cross.

"So all right," Joe Malik said, staring at Sinon through a triangle, "are you
just trying to scare ne to death or do you have a nessage for ne?"

Si nron was on the bal cony of Mary Margaret W/ debl ood' s apartnent again and
sonmebody was staring out at himin horror. "My God, it's Bigfoot!"

Sinon reentered the form and contenplated it.

Cvilization was destroyed by nucl ear hol ocaust in May 1984 because Furbish
Lousewart was a certain kind of man and Franklin Del ano Roosevelt Stuart was a
certain other kind of nan; and they were what they were because of genetic
progranms and accidental inprints and conditioning and sonme | earning, and because
of the society around them and that society was the resultant of various
conflicting historical and neurogenetic causes; and Lousewart becane President
because of a thousand other factors, only one of which, the accident at Three
Mle Island in 1979, was itself the resultant of thousands of factors, including
the usual struggles between the engineers and the financiers; and to explain
Stuart you would have to start with the institution of slavery six thousand
years earlier; and

Everything in the novel was inevitable, as everything in the superconti nuum
contai ning the novel was inevitable.

And yet Sinmon had escaped fromthe novel

Al t hough not a nmenber of the Warren Bel ch Society, Sinon Mbon was, of course,
aware of the theory that there was a universe sonewhere in which Bacon's mmjor
works were still attributed to sonebody el se. Sinon, naturally, was not

i magi nati ve enough to conceive that in that universe Bacon had di ed of pneunonia
whi | e conducting experinments in refrigeration. In Sinon's usual universe, the
aut hor of Novum Organum The New Atlantis, King Lear, etc., had lived on to

di scover the inverse-square |aw of gravitation, and |saac New on was renenbered
only as a sonmewhat eccentric astrol oger

I n another novel, m dway between the old universe and the new, Sinon hinself had
been shot dead by a Chicago cop during the Denocratic Convention of 1968. Over
there, Bacon had been bold enough to adnit publicly his high rank in the
Invisible College (lIllumnnati) and had been beheaded by Janmes | for heresy. In
that universe, not just civilization, but all life on Terra, came to a very

hi deous end in 1984, because the President was constipated one day and nade the
wrong deci sion. Their technol ogy was so advanced that half the solar system went
nova along with Earth.

In the next universe Sinon explored, we were saved because a red-haired Tantric
Engi neer named Babs Lashtal gave the Prez a first-class Grade-A blow job in the
Oval Roomat 10 AA.M, relaxed his tense nuscles, pacified his glands, soothed
his frustrations, and inspired himto act relatively sane for the rest of the
day. He did not push the button, thereby preserving mllions of species of
living forns on Earth and thousands of microscopic species on Venus.

Babs Lashtal, of course, was regarded with contenpt by all right-thinking
peopl e, who had no idea that they owed their lives to her skillful extraction of
presidential spernmatozoa by neans of tender, gentle, gracefully rhythmc

ki ssing, licking, and sucking of the presidential wand.

Even if they had known about it, the right-thinking people would still say Babs
shoul d be ashaned of herself.

The whol e novel was rather didactic, Sinon decided. It was witten only to prove
a point: Never underestimte the inportance of a blow job. It had been necessary
to wite such a novel because the people over there were so ignorant and

superstitious they still called Tantric Engi neers "whores" and ot her degrading
names.

Every universe is inevitable; but there are as many universes as there are
probability matrices. The Metapro-gramer chooses whi ch universe he will enter.
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There is a love that binds it all together, and that love is expressed in
primate | anguage as the love of a parent for a child, so Sinbn was not surprised
to find Ti m Mon pervadi ng everything, or at |east a kind of continuous Ti m Moon
potential that could be encoded again in another book or that could remain
|latent for long times, vaguely perneating every book. There were hundreds of

t housands of other Wbs there, Frank Little and Joe Hill and Pat Murfin and Nea
Rest and Big Bill Heywood and they were all singing like an outlaw Hall el ujah
Chor us:

Though cowards cringe and traitors sneer

W'l keep the Black Flag flying here

and Dad hinself spoke to nme, | swear it, saying, "Just tell themthis, son
Capitalismis still nothing but a shit sandwi ch. The nore bread you have, the

| ess shit you've got to eat, and the |l ess bread you have, the nore shit you' ve
got to eat. Tell themall." And yet that seenms to mark the experience as

brai n-generated: the style is Sinon-pwer not Timpater even if the idea is npst
certainly sonmething old Ti m Mon would want to conmmuni cate. A collaboration

per haps between the part of Tim Mwon that lives on in Sinon's nenory banks and
the part that lives eternally in the Mnd of the Author of Qur Being.

"Hey, wait, before you turn the page and get into the next section, | want to
say one nore thing. Those faucets on the sink nean sonmething. Every tine | stare
at themin deep neditation | al nost renenber sonething inportant. Two faucets on
a sink, one saying H and one saying C. Remenber H C. That's inportant."”

The e continues to fall.

THE GYPSY SW TCH
The future exists first in Imagination, then in WIIl, then in Reality.
-eve hubbard

In spring 1963, while a M. Oswal d was ordering a Carcano-Mannlicher rifle
through the mail, Hugh Crane was in Canbridge, neeting with a fanous
psychol ogi st who had recently been ejected fromHarvard for original research
and poor usage of the First Amendnent.

"It takes you beyond the body rapture of marijuana?" Crane asked.

"That's the least of it," said the psychologist. "It takes you into sonething
like the parallel universe of science fiction. I'mbeginning to think they're
paral | el neurol ogical universes or different styles of head-ganes. "
"Games?" Crane said

"Life-scripts, novels," the psychol ogi st suggested, trying other netaphors.

"I digit," Crane said quietly. "How soon can | try this lysergic acid

di -what's-it?"

"Di et hyl am de. "

"How soon?" Crane repeated. "You' ve got a very willing guinea pig, Dr.
Frankenstein."

Gary Grant had already told all the showbiz columists that this magic chenica
had changed his whole life for the better; Cagliostro, typically, went further
and began urging its use on everyone. Wen the backlash struck he and the
researcher who had initiated himand a few ot her researchers and a coupl e of
famous poets and novelists were w dely denounced as "high priests of the drug
cult." He becane a favorite topic for the Sunday supplenents and the nore
ox-like men's nmagazi nes-any hack could nake a lively story by rehashing his pot
arrests, his norals busts, the runors about other sexual oddities, his public
advocacy of LSD and anarcho-atheism his mantra, "There is no governor
anywhere," and the increasingly popul ar speculation that his escapes were
actual ly performed through bl ack nagic.

It was a disappointnment to all the people who | oved hating hi mwhen he suddenly
married the screen's best known sex goddess, Norma Nel son, and settled down to
what appeared to be a very nobnoganous and un-newsworthy fidelity trip.

Norma herself was delighted that all those runors about his sadismwere
obviously untrue. Their sex life was quite normal, and the Mass of the Holy
Ghost was perforned without restraints. She discovered, also, the basic secret
of his escapes: he never accepted a challenge at once, always jetting on "urgent
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busi ness" to another part of the country and only taking |anguid notice of the
wager, casually accepting it with total cool, a few days later. The interl ude,
she found, was spent in duplicating the conditions proposed and finding the

gi nmick that would work and the nisdirection that would distract attention at
the crucial nonment. She al so | earned the essence of the okanna borra, or "gypsy
switch," which is the basis of alnpbst all magic and nost con ganes. The peopl e
who thought their own screws, bolts, and chains were used in Cagliostro's
escapes were as mstaken as those who think the handkerchief with a hundred
dollars that they give the gypsy for blessing is the same handkerchi ef that
cones back to them

She al so | earned what al cheny was all about. "I thought that was al
superstition," she said once, pointing at his shelves of old books on the
transnutation of elenents, the Mass of the Holy Ghost, the Cabala, and the
elixir of life.

"W do it alnpbst every night." He smled. "You have the Cup and | have the
Sword. Sol ve et coagula, divide and unite-that's why | have to go down on you
again at the end. The nystic nunber 210-that neans us two beconing one in the
peak and the falling into the void. You' ve got the Triangle and | cause the
physical manifestation within it."

"You nean it's all a code? Wiy did they have to hide it?"

"Those who didn't got burned at the stake," he said. "Read about the witches and
the Knights Tenplar sonetine."

He al so began teaching her the Tarot. "Now, the Fool corresponds to aleph in
Kabal a, the ox, or bull-god Dionysus. But aleph is the path from Keser to
Chokmah, and, therefore, the Holy Gnhost or senmen. The Magus is beth, the house
or tenple-that is, the path fromKeser to Binah, the wonb ..."

"Do you really think you're going to live forever?" she asked hi monce.

"If not," he said, "I'll die trying."

W SE GUYS AND NEBBI SHES

When Si non Moon was appoi nted Chief of the Conputer Section at GAB-666, he

i medi ately junked all the personnel tests then in use and replaced themwith a
one-question test of his own devising based on the Vlad Enigma. Applicants were
sinmply told the story of Vlad and the nonks by an interviewer and asked which
monk VI ad i npal ed. Those who said Viad inpaled the lying flatterer were
classified as nebbi shes by Sinon; they were the kind of fools who still, despite
all evidence to the contrary, regarded governnent and those in authority as
honest and just. They would tell the truth to superiors. They were hired at
once. "An office full of Ei chmanns and Galleys," Sinon said proudly. "Not one of
themwi Il ever question an order or ask an enbarrassing question." He could
program endl ess anarchy, and they woul d never suspect it, because he was above
themin the pack hierarchy.

Those who said Vl ad i npal ed the honest nonk, on the other hand, were rejected
for enploynment at GAB. Sinon called themthe Wse Guys and secretly arranged for
a recruiter fromthe Discordian Society to contact themlater. They didn't
bel i eve a dammed thing governnent said or did, had heretical opinions on dozens
of subjects, and usually snoked dope. They enphatically did not belong in a

bur eaucr acy.

Sonetinmes Sinon called the nebbi shes Honmbo neophobia and the w se guys Honp
neophi li a.

But that was in another novel. Sinon didn't even know if he was still working
with the Beast in this novel

He was becom ng identified with the form

Sone things remai ned constant under the transformation of the Knight nove-Marvin
Gardens still had his paranoia and his Vlad the Barbarian books, the m ssing
scientists were still mssing, Sinon was still a mathematician (Mary Margaret
had said so, at the party, even though he was only dimy there this tine
around) .

But sonme things had altered consi derabl y-Josephine Malik was Joseph Mali Kk,

F.D.R Stuart was an editor instead of a revolutionary, Hubbard was President
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i nstead of Lousewart.
But all that was trivial. Sinon got out his pen and began jotting, in the
mar gi ns of Laws of Form the inportant things he had |l earned in his out-of-book
experi ence:
1. A novel, or a universe, is a Wwole System
2. Wo we are, and what we do, depends on which novel or universe we are in.
Every part is a function of the Wole.
3. It is very hard to renenber the whole novel or universe because our horns
won't fit the
Sinon stared at the page, |osing the nmeaning of Moning, forgetting the question
itself as attention narrowed to this single page, this paragraph, this hotel
roomin New York on the norning of Decenmber 24, 1983, barely able to renenber
even a few pages back or a few pages ahead.
The wi ndow cl osed. The key was no key.

HAVEN T YOU HEARD?

Man' s i nexorabl e though hardly renorseless drive to divinity is taking new,
non-institutionalized forns. This cones down to the sinplest of propositions:
the species must solve the problem of death very soon, blowitself up, or blow
its mnd.

-alan harrington, The Imortali st

When Nornma becane pregnant Cagliostro turned into the stereotype of an idea
husband, canceling bookings to be with her, joyously supporting her decision to
enpl oy natural childbirth, teaching her yoga to supplenent the Lamaze

condi tioning techni ques enpl oyed by her obstetrician. He filled her roomwth

fl owers-and w th photographs of the nmoon. (Sone of his occult studies were

i nvol ved here, she realized.)

One night the phone rang, and when Crane answered it Epi cene WI debl ood purred,
"I'min Holl ywood for a week and | guessed you might want to see ne."

"You guessed wong," Crane said. "Sorry. Newtrip this year."

Norma' s | abor began prematurely, and the doctor quickly discovered that the baby
was in the breech position. After a few hours he realized this childbirth could
never be natural. She accepted the ether and he perforned a Caesarean, only to
find the infant, in turning, had strangled on its unbilical cord.

"Ch, God," she said when she awoke and the doctor told her. "Ch, what a |ousy
God to nake a world like this."

Cagliostro was caught by a gaggle of reporters conming out of the hospital. "How
do you feel ?" was the first question

"How the hell do you think I feel ?"

"Where will the service be hel d?"

"There will be no religious service!" Cagliostro shouted, hopping into a cab
"Haven't you fools heard yet?-God is dead!" It made headlines, and inspired
editorials. One editorial-"Bereavenent Is No Excuse for Blaspheny - cane to the
attention of a fourteen-year-old boy, John Di sk, who was tornented by desires
which his priests told himwere evil.

When Cagliostro returned to the clubs his act had changed considerably. The
mldly satirical patter between escapes had becone bitingly nordant-"He's a new
Lenny Bruce!"-and entirely centered around his declared phil osophy of anarchi sm
and atheism The escapes thensel ves changed each ni ght, because he expl ai ned
them and showed how they were done as the clinax of every perfornance.

"Now you know how | fooled you," he would say. "Try to figure out on your own
how your congressnmen and clergynen fool you. There is no restraint that isn't
sel f-inposed: you are all absolutely free."

The evening after the newspapers broke the story that he and Norna had j oi ned
Joan Baez in refusing to pay taxes, a drunk began heckling himduring his act:
"Way don't you go back to Russia, you Comm e dope fiend!" That sort of thing.
"No man living hates socialismnore than nme," Cagliostro said intensely.

He and Norma were busted for possession of acid a few weeks later. "This is hard
to fix," his lawer told him "You' re too notorious now. The only chance | see
is for you to vowto reform lament the error of your ways, and pronise to go on
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a lecture tour speaking to teenagers about the evils of drugs. Then maybe | can
get you a mininmum sentence. Maybe." Hugh's old friend, the Boston psychol ogi st,
was in exile in Nepal, having fled a thirty-year sentence in Texas; politica

of fenders in general were having a rough tine in the United States. "I'Il think
about it," he said.

The very next week he | ed the show biz contingent anbng the protesters at the
1968 Denocratic Convention. A photograph of himbeing tear-gassed outside the
Chicago Hilton is still reprinted whenever an article about him appears.

"You've had it," his lawer told him "As an officer of the court, | can't tel
you what | really think. An unethical attorney, were he here, would frankly
advi se you and Norrma to get the hell out of the country."

But a change cane over Unistat when Hubert Hunphrey, the new President, wthdrew
all the troops from Vi etnam and began granting amesty to political prisoners.
Cagliostro and Norma, in the mdst of the return to liberalism received
suspended sentences for the acid, and he was not tried with the Chicago N ne for
conspiring the convention riots. The IRS raided their bank account for the tax
money instead of prosecuting them and, by 1970, he was listed as one of ten top
nmoney-makers in show biz. Hi s escapes were, the Anmerican Society of Magicians
announced in an award, better than Houdini's; his habit of explaining each
"mracle" after the performance only built up crowm interest for the next
chal | enge

BUWP I N THE NI GHT

Sput Sputni k was sl eeping alone at last. Visions of dollar signs danced in his
head as he dreaned of a mniature sled full of barrels of beer. She nu it, he
had it, Ra Hoor cooed it, right jolly old selves, but overall there was a snell
of fried onions, because of janes chains gains clanking up and down again.

Sput turned in the bed, npaning slightly, as the brains danes chains cane

cl anki ng back and forth again.

And there was a Russian spy nanmed | gor Beeforshot, and there was M nor Boul evard
and Maj or Strasse, because every Pershing cones to Cricks, but the chains nains
pai ns were cl anking in and out again.

Hoor's | ooking for you, cad! It was a wi de house, a nason blanc, a cozy bianca,

but still there were cranes cranes cranes flapping overhead again. So he sput
the roavin ovanor and
He was abruptly awake, in the dark, still hearing the chains. Sonething was

bunpi ng and thunping at his door, sonething that seened to be draggi ng chains
behind it.

Sput was not into the S-M scene, and everybody in the mansi on knew better than
to cone banging at his door when he was asleep. But still the thunping and the
bunpi ng and the chain-rattling continued.

He was wi de awake now, and he knew it was no dream

Sonething eldritch and unholy, right out of Gothic fiction, was banging at his
bedr oom door.

And then, for the first tinme in his life, he actually heard an eerie |augh, just
like in the books, and It was actually com ng through the door, walking right
t hrough solid wood, a greenish oldish spectral chain-rattling Thing.

"Jesus Nelly!" Sput gasped. This sort of goings-on only happened in books, not
inreal life.

"Sput Sputnik," cane the holl ow voice (right out of an echo chanber, he

t hought) .

"Yes?" he breathed, wondering if his hairs were standing on end, too, in

ort hodox fashi on.

"Sput Sputnik," said the Presence, "I amthe Ghost of Christmas Past."

THE EYE- ON- THE- PYRAM D

A biol ogi cal breakthrough will force a new nilitancy, a new crusade. "Make the
world safe for Imortality,” will be the cry.

-segerberg, The Inmortality Factor
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On May 1, 1976, Cagliostro and Norma were in Mexico City on a vacation. At |unch
she held up a twenty-centavo piece and said, "Isn't that the sanme as the design
on back of the dollar?"

"I't's Masonic," he said. "The Mexican and Anerican revol utionaries were both
predom nantly Freenasons."

"What does it nean, anyway-an eye floating above a pyram d?"

He started to explain about the Third Eye and the pineal gland, and then noticed
that she wasn't |istening.

"They're waiting for you," she said in a mediun snic voice

John Disk, in 1984, read Cagliostro's notes on the next three days very

careful ly:

"I refused to believe it. | put her to every possible test, whenever the voice
spoke. Looking for evidence of autosuggestion and self-hypnosis, | found

evi dence of autosuggestion and sel f-hypnosis-naturally! | also found seventeen

things | couldn't explain. Mst central was the fact that the nessage, when |
finally encouraged her, cane in Enochian, a |anguage whi ch nobody understands
since all we possess are the nineteen fragnents received by Dee and Kelly in the
seventeenth century. Yet she gave nme nineteen new fragnments, and translated
them and the grammar and vocabul ary are consistent with the Dee-Kelly scryings.
Even if she had studied the Dee and Kelly fragnents (which she swears she
hasn't), concocting new sentences in that unknown | anguage woul d be beyond the
power of any human brain or even of any known conputer. "

The ni neteen fragnents of Enhochian, translated by Nornma in the sanme trance in
which the fragnents arrived, becane the nineteen chapters of The Aquarian
CGospel. Crane wote in the introduction

"I't is inpossible to doubt that these are the communi cations of a superior
intelligence. If the reader is, as | am[thank God!], an atheist, the identity
of that intelligence will pose severe nysteries. Is it interplanetary-or
interstellar? A being | eaping across Tinme from sone nore advanced future, or
past [Atlantis]? Does it come from di nensions tangent to, but not identica

with, our own? | propose no answer to these questions, but | amsure that this
intelligence, or others like it, sent the nessages which founded the great
religions of the past, and that such conmunications are the foundation of the
belief in beings called 'gods.' "

Norma was killed in an autonobil e accident the day the book was published."Wat
further proof do we need," a proninent clergynan wote in his syndicated
newspaper colum, "that this foul and obscene 'revelation' conmes froma source
not divine, but diabolical?"

Crane's first-and only-failure to escape froma chall enge box occurred one nonth
| ater.

The eye operation cane |ater that year. "I can save one,
"but not both."

"A blind magician is worse off than a deaf nusician, and |'m not Beethoven,"
Crane said sinply. "Do the best you can."

He retai ned the sight of one eye.

"Much as we are inclined to synpathize," the New York Daily News editorialized,
"we do adnmit to a strong feeling that there is divine retribution in the
tragedies befalling drug-cultist Cagliostro 'the Geat.' "

The Aquarian Gospel was burned by a citizens' group in Ccero, Illinois, that
week.

"These powers, whoever and whatever they are," Crane wote-in unpublished notes
whi ch John Di sk read years | ater, weeping- "are deternined that | abandon all

el se and becone no nore than the servant who carries their message. To this end,
they are taking away fromne, one by one, all the things | love. O, perhaps,
amnmerely in the term nal stages of a |ong-brew ng paranoid psychosis?"

Hugh Crane cel ebrated his fourteenth birthday in 1938 by clinbing into the bed
of the fanmily's black naid, Sophie Hage, who introduced himto Voudon

The group in Harlemat that tine actually conbined el enents of Voudon and
Masonry. Since Voudon was already a bl end of European witchcraft and African
magi ¢, and Masonry is a mxture of elenents from Rosicrucian nysticism and
French revol utionary free thought, there were actually four traditions invol ved,

the doctor told him
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and the Rite of Initiation was unique. Borrowed fromthe third degree of

Masonry, it replaced Jubela, Jubelo, and Jubelumw th the Grand Zonbi, and,
since marijuana was invol ved, the ordeal becane as real as in those days when
candi dates knew they would be killed if they fail ed.

In a dark cellar on 110th Street, the Grand Zonbi denmanded, "Reveal the Secret
Word or I will kill you. Reveal the Secret Wrd and give up your quest for Truth
and Power."

Hugh, repeating the fornmula taught him replied, "Kill ne if you nust, but I

will search again for Truth and Power as soon as | amreborn."

The Grand Zonbi, black face above a black robe, raised his sword. "Do you fear
me now, nortal ?" he screaned.

"I have eternity to work in," Hugh replied, according to rote. "Wy shoul d
fear?"

"Then die!" screaned the Zonbi-the part of the Rite which had not been expl ai ned
to the candidate in advance- and Hugh felt the sword cross his neck and saw the
bl ood spurting.

He al so saw the bulb which the Zonbi squeezed to nake the bl ood spurt out of the
end of the sword.

And he understood the manufacture of reality and power conpletely.

TRANSFORVATI ON

DECEMBER 24, 1983:

Marvi n Gardens was awake again; the downers hadn't fully taken the edge off the
coke excitation.

He had turned the radio on, but the only thing worth listening to was Handel's
Messi ah-the fourth tinme he had caught parts of it this week-and they were in the
m ddl e of "He was a man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief.” Not quite what
he needed at this hour, with the early norning Manhattan perneation of suicides
and acci dental overdoses skul king in the shadows. He wi shed they would get on to
the Hall el ujah Chorus.

Marvin found a book he'd never finished-The Autobi ography of Cagliostro the
Great. He opened at random and started reading:

"Get a a job," my father said. Turning back, | saw the beggar falling to the
ground, obviously fainting fromstarvation, but when he I anded | knew, from his
linpness, that it was nore than a faint: that he was dead.

It has sonetines occurred to ne that there is a parallel here to the fanopus
experi ence of the Buddha, who, like myself, had the misfortune to be born rich
and only discovered what life is Iike for nost people when he encountered a
beggar and a corpse. Is this parallel an accident? | amnot sure: | cannot say
when | was elected, or drafted, to receive the Aquarian nessage, the great
affirmation that "All is joy," in contrast to the Buddha's equally true, equally
fal se, but now obsolete "All is sorrow. "

We never see what is in front of our eyes. My father did not see what happened

i nside ne when that beggar died; | have brought men and wormen to the edge of the
Vi sion, by various tactics, and they, afraid to see it, ran off to

psychi atri sts.

"It's really very sinple to renenber the order of the ten planets," Bl ake
WIllians explained to Natalie."Just nmenorize the sentence 'Mdther Very Easily
Made a Jam Sandwi ch Usi ng No Peanuts Mayonnai se or GQue.' Got it?"

"Mt her Very Easily Made a Jam Sandwi ch Usi ng No Peanuts Mayonnai se or d ue,"”
Nat al i e repeat ed dubi ously.

"That's all," WIllianms said proudly. "You just use the initial letter of each
word as a menonic, and you've got all ten planets. Mercury Venus Earth Mars the
asteroids Saturn Uranus Neptune Pluto M ckey and Goofy."

"Ww " said Natalie. "Di sneyland in the skies."

"Who the hell was that?" Carol Christmas asked breathlessly, as the triangle
finally faded. "Sure didn't look like a loa to ne," she added, frowning

t houghtful ly.

"I't was Sinon Mon," Joe Malik said, also somewhat breathless. "I knew himin
anot her universe ... or another novel ... or something. "
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Carol stared at him "You wi ggi ng?" she asked bluntly.
"No," Joe said. "I think I'mbeginning to understand the trap we're all caught
in, and how to get out of it."

DAMNANT QUOD NON | NTELLI GUNT

God told John Disk to kill Cagliostro the Great. It was that sinple; after all
who woul d dare to di sobey the Voice of God Hinsel f?

God had been talking to Disk for nearly a year now. The Voice had been rather
faint at first, and John even thought it was the Devil for a while, because it
kept telling himhe was dammed. It said he was dammed because he sinned

soneti mes when he was asleep. It said many silly and bl asphenous things, but
John realized |ater that those weirdities had been the Devil trying to jam and
confuse the communi cation, for when the Voice becane strong and constant, there
was no doubt at all that it was God.

It told John that he had been especially selected because of his virtue and

purity, and it never nentioned what happened sonetines when he was asleep. It
told himhe was the only twenty-three-year-old nmale virgin in Unistat, the |ast
true Christian not perverted by Pussycat and the Sexual Revolution and Bl ack
Magic. It told himhe had earned nuch nmerit in Heaven for his selfless
activities on behalf of the antiabortion nmovement in the 1970s and Wite Heroes
Qpposi ng Red Extrem sm since then.

It really loved John, and it never stopped telling himhe was the npbst inportant
man on the planet because he had been Sel ect ed.

At first it didn't tell himwhat he had been Selected for; but every tine he
read a news story about some new bl aspheny by Cagliostro the Great, the Voice of
God woul d say, "This man nust be stopped."

It was only toward the end of Novenber that the Voice becane increasingly
explicit and said directly that he, John Di sk, had been Selected to termninate
the foul existence of the infamus devil-worshiper Cagliostro. Even then the

Voi ce was al nost drowned out by the voice of Rhoda Chief, the Scarlet Wnman of
Rock, chanting, "Hi ckory dickory dock, I'd like to suck your cock," and other

di abolical voices howing "no wife, no horse, no nustache" and "sit down when
you want to pee" and other nonsense like that. The Devil was trying very hard to
keep Disk fromhearing and believing the Wrd of God; he wanted Disk to think he
was goi ng crazy. But the Voice of God got |ouder and nore powerful and drowned
out the others, and nobody who heard it, Disk knew, could ever doubt that a

Voi ce so wi se and powerful was anything else but that of the Lord God Hinsel f.
John nade sure, of course. He spent a whole night praying, beating his back with
a bundl e of wet, stinging cords, just like he'd read in a book about the saints
fromthe public library on Forty-second Street. He kept saying, "Lord, have
mercy on ne, a sinner." At dawn Jesus appeared, with a halo, and told him
exactly howto find a pawn shop where he could buy a gun w thout the |ega

i mpedi ment of acquiring a permt. Then He turned into a huge red triangle,

t hrough which the inpassive face of a lion stared at John, and then it was al
mrrors and blue snmoke until he actually found the pawn shop and got the pistol
The Devil was determ ned to protect his servant, Cagliostro, so John found the
mrrors and smoke increasingly getting in his way in the foll owi ng days. He
woul d be on his way to Theol ogy class at Fordham when suddenly all around woul d
be thousands of hippies of all nations and a voi ce woul d be singing

This is the dawni ng

of the Age of Bavaria

or he would be in a yell ow subnmarine floating over a gigantic submerged pyramd
or he would turn on the religious channel on the wall TV (the only one not ful
of smut and filth these days) and find Linda Lovel ace doi ng That Di sgusting
Thi ng to sonebody named Marvin Gardens. But he continued to pray, and nmore and
nmore The Voice of CGod would drown out all these nets and snares of Satan
Finally, on the nmorning of Decenber 24, the Voice of God told himto go to
Central Park West, where Cagliostro was living, and wait on the street. The
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Voice told himthat as a reward he would be allowed to sit at the left hand of
the Father in Heaven-Jesus woul d keep the right hand but the Holy Spirit was
being demoted to an auxiliary rank with the Virgin, so that he, John Disk, could
be given the third highest position in all Paradise.

When he got to the School Book Depository and wal ked toward the box seat in the
Ford Theatre, sex nutilators and cattle educators howl ed at himand he realized
that the Devil was still trying to deceive himand he prayed harder and harder
until it was clear that he was really on Central Park Wst and the nman wal ki ng
toward him taking a norning constitutional, was the diabolical Cagliostro, a
chanel eon on a mrror, and the class of all classes that were sinmlar to it, but
he prayed and got the pistol out of his pocket, alnobst seeing the Grand Zonbi
and his sword, breathing harder now because the Devil was trying so hard to
confuse him and the interviewer wanted to know which nonk VI ad i npal ed.

John Disk held the gun in a trenbling hand and | ooked into Cagliostro's icy
eyes.

"Qy, have you picked the wong Black Mgician," Cagliostro said in a

st age- Yi ddi sh accent.

John Disk fired five times into the heart.

The gate of Chinatown opened.

MASS LANDI NG

Justin Case was released fromthe flying saucer in the mddle of Central Park.
He was still rather befoozled nentally and unsteady on his feet, so he staggered
to the nearest bench and sat quietly, watching themtake off.

H's wistwatch said 7:15-whi ch seened pl ausi bl e.

"I't is the norning of Decenber 24," he said aloud. "Tonmorrow is Christmas." It
seened necessary, sonehow, to get the sinple things cleared up first of all,
before dealing with the Mysteries.

Things like this didn't happen to New York nusic critics. They happened to
farnmers in lowa or fishernen in Arkansas, or other such unsophisticated types,
and, besides, they were hallucinations.

Justin watched the flying saucer di sappear across the sky, rem nding hinself
that it was a hallucination

But still their words rang in his ears:

"It is tine for your species to join the Galactic Community."

Justin finally got his mnd and | egs and vari ous organs worki ng together well
enough to wal k. He headed for Central Park West, hoping to find a cab

At Fifty-eighth Street he saw a newsstand. The headlines glared at himlike

Ti bet an denons

WORLDW DE UFO FLAP

Mass Landi ngs Reported

And in a corner the inevitable surrealist tag line to such a night:

Mayor of Chicago Arrested

Sodony with Boar Hog Al l eged

As Justin stared at those renarkabl e nessages, he heard five rapid pistol shots.
From sonmewhere nearby nusic drifted toward him He found hinsel f absently
putting the words to the nel ody:

He knows when you' ve been bad or good

So be good for goodness' sake

He hastily bought a newspaper and hailed a cab. He was going to go right hone
and, for the first time in his life, break his rule against drinking in the
nor ni ng.

When he was drunk enough to stop trenbling, it would be tinme to deci de whether
to report his experience or let those who had already tal ked take all the heat.

CROMN PO NT

Crown Point Jail, in Indiana, was called "the escape-proof jail," when John
Dillinger was brought there in May 1934. On the day Dillinger destroyed that
nane by escapi ng, an out-of-work vaudeville magician was begging in Centra
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Park, New York. One thought burned in this man's head- Wth a little |uck,

coul d have been a second Houdi ni - and that was what he was thinking as he fought
the hunger cranmps and laid his spiel on Tom Crane.

When he felt the ground nove in that big wobble of uncertainty, he renmenbered
suddenly the ever-branching Tree of Life as nmenories of Adam Wi shaupt and
Mohammed and insects and trees flooded through him a million balloons bursting
i nside himand outside himat once, each balloon releasing a twi nkle of Iight,
each light part of the infinite |adder of light, and he was watching hinself
die, in horror and ecstasy, through the eyes of a little boy.

How did ny karnma ever |land nme here? he thought as he died, and the boy heard him
t hi nki ng.

THE ELEPHANT

ANNALS OF GENERAL PSYCHI ATRY

MAY 1984:

In short, the wave of delusion, mania, and hallucination that occurred over the
Christmas- New Year's holidays |ast year can only be attributed to the

par adoxi cal nature of the unconscious. Were previous mass hysterias have
occurred (e.g., the end-of-the-world manias of the Mddl e Ages, the Orson Wl es
Martian invasion broadcast of 1938) the cause was, obviously, the tensions,
stresses, and fears of those tines. This |latest eruption, coming in the mdst of
a tine of progress, optimsm and rising expectations, can only be expl ai ned by
Freud's great discovery that opposites are equal to the prel ogical unconscious
m nd [anbi val ence principle]. In other words, high hopes, like high anxieties,
can unl eash the dreaming nind into the waking state.

-A. Besetzung, MD.

ANNALS OF GENERAL PSYCHI ATRY

JUNE 1984:
The categories of hallucination or delusion do not fully cover the
phenonmenon-whi ch to sone slight extent is still continuing.

The Mayor of Chicago "hallucinated" the beautiful "Princess Isis from Venus" who
seduced him in his fantasy life, but the witnesses at the stockyard insist that
he was sodom zing a quite real hog at the tine. . . .

Mars is as inhospitable to life as Venus, but a prominent nusic critic has told
this author, in private, of an abduction by little green Martians out of 1930s
science fiction, but this obviously hallucinatory experience does not help us
under stand how the man was transported fromhis apartment on Twenty-third Street
to the nmiddl e of Central Park, where he heard the shots of a nurder that never
occurred. .

One of the blind nen cured by the Virgin of Perth Anboy had been exam ned at
Johns Hopkins just one week earlier, where the optic nerve was found to be
irreparably dead, so that this is not a matter of hysterical blindness cured by
hysterical faith, but of real blindness cured by hysterical faith.

-B. G1lhooley, MD.

UFO REPORTER

JANUARY 1985:

As the "Christmas Mracle" continues to accelerate worl dwide, it becones nore
obvi ous than ever that the old concept of aliens com ng here in spaceships just
cannot account for it. Even those nost conmmitted to the spacenman theory nust
admt, in the light of the recent events, that the sciences involved in what is

bei ng done to the human race are prinmarily psychic or parapsychological. If
space beings are doing it, whatever it is, they nust be doing it by what | can
only call, vaguely, "psychotronic technology," and they could be doing it, for
all we know, fromtheir hone planets, w thout physically traveling at all. By
the sane token, we have no need to posit spacenen at all, since whoever or

what ever is doing this could be as close as the psychol ogy departnent of sone
obscure university or the mnd-control sector of any Intelligence Agency. .
Human mi nds are being mani pul ated on a nassive scale; that is all we know, and
all theories about the Manipul ators-terrestrial or extraterrestrial-are nere
guesswor K.
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-J. Laconbe, Ph.D.
UFO REPORTER,
MARCH 1985:

The idea that the "Christnas Phenonenon" is being done to us by sone
Agency (terrestrial or otherw se) is based on the categories of |ndo-European
grammar and Aristotelian logic, which nodern physics has | ong known to be
i nadequate. A Taoist or a Hopi Indian, for instance, with a different semantic
"set," mght regard the events as a cosnic happening or growh process, wthout
trying to isolate out one part of the universe as the "cause" and thus
rel egating the rest of the universe to the dependent position of "the effects.”
Modern quantum theory, at |east since Bell's Theorem (1964), woul d suggest
strongly that these holistic Chinese-Anerindian concepts are nore accurate maps
of what is happening than the |linear A-causes-B sequences of Aristotelianism

Does this nmean that we abandon the search for a "cause"? Not at all. It nerely
inmplies that |ooking for humans or superhunmans who did it is as fruitless as the
medi eval search to explain each oddity as the work of angels or denons. W
shoul d seek the cause in the quantum structure of life and of matter itself.

-B. Wllianms, Ph.D

NATI ONAL ENQUI RER,

JUNE 1991:

O all the perplexing pixiedomthat continues to trail in the wake of the
Christmas Mracle, the nost baffling thing to show biz people is the continued
absence of Cagliostro the Great. The idea that the magician's di sappearance was
a publicity stunt, calculated to cash in on the other nysteries beginning that
amazi ng norni ng eight years ago, has |ong since been abandoned, as Cagliostro
continues to remain hidden, wherever he is.

The nost bizarre sideline of this story concerns John Disk, the nan who cl ai ned
to have nurdered Cagliostro. Al though held by the New York police for sone

mont hs, Disk was finally rel eased when no body could be found and the cl ot hes
di scovered on Central Park West and identified as Cagliostro's were free of
bul l et holes. Disk, we have | earned, is now an officer of the First Bank of

Rel i gi osophy and refuses to talk about his experience that mad and nysterious
nor ni ng.

"Nobody woul d believe ne,
and see it yourself."
GALACTI C ARCHI VES:

To under st and what happened to the primates of Terra in the 1980s, a netaphor
may be usef ul

Charl atans, jongleurs, wandering mnstrels, stage nmgicians, etc., on all
primtive planets, enploy a device known as a Trick Top Hat. This appears to be
an ordinary hat, and | ooks enpty to the audience, but it actually contains a
pouch out of which all sorts of anazing things can be nade to appear-rabbits,
yards of bright-colored cloth, glasses of water, and in general whatever the
magi ci an wi shes to produce for the delight and amazement of his audience.

This ritual, like all rituals and religious visions or ecstasies, is actually a
menory of the future, but there is no way for prinitives to understand that.
Consi der the epistenol ogical plight of the Terran primates at the tinme of this
anci ent Romance. They knew that they were nade of nol ecul es, which were nade of
atoms, which were nade of subatonic particles, which were expressions in
space-tinme of quantum probability matrices. This know edge, alas, was so recent
that it had never been integrated into their philosophies, or into the rul es of
their social ganes, like religions, politics, econonics, etc. Their whole socia
reality-tunnel was based on prequantum superstition and ignorance. The
soci ol ogi cal nexus was Euclidean-Ari stotelian-Newtonian; even Maxwell and

Ei nstein had only been digested by a few.

Over twenty-five hundred years earlier, one nutant prinmate, Lao-Tse, had
witten: "The greatest is within the smallest."” Less than one-one hundredth
(0.01) of one percent of the Terran primates were capabl e of understanding this
before 1984. They | ooked for causality everywhere el se: sonme known as

he told our reporter. "You have to go to Chi nat own
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astrol ogers scanned the distant stars; others known as Marxists scanned
econom cs, etc. They knew that the physicists understood causality better than
any other group on their planet, but few of them even anong the physicists,
realized how quantumtheory applied to their own behavi or. Quantum psychol ogy
did not begin to energe until the 1990s.

What was known in their planet as Bell's Theoreman el enentary,

ki ndergarten-1evel discovery routinely divined on every planet at about the sane
time as atonmic energy and space travel are beginning-was only twenty years old
anong them and barely understood even by the physicists. The few quantum
theorists, such as Sarfatti, who dared to specul ate about "nacrocosm c quantum
effects"- large systens engaged in quantumjunpi ng-were usually di sm ssed as
Romantics by their colleagues, despite the fact that each stage of metanorphosis
of every living creature, including the Terran primtes thensel ves, was

obvi ously a quantum | eap

The primate Mystics, nost of them brai n-damaged, endlessly told the other
primates to "l ook within." Mst primtes assuned, in primtive Aristotelian
fashi on, that what was within was sonme gaseous entity which they called "m nd"
or "soul." Unable to find such an abstraction, they either gave up in despair or
took their negative results as a positive revelation and became adherents of the
"no-m nd" or "no-ego" philosophy of Buddha and David Hune.

O course if they had truly | ooked within, scientifically, they would have found
that their thoughts, percepts, and reality-tunnels were determ ned by the
structure of the primate nervous system which was determ ned by the genetic or
nmol ecul ar design of the primate evol utionary script, which was determ ned by the
| aws of quantum bi ophysics. That is concretely, their brains were shaped by
cells shaped by nol ecul es shaped by atons shaped by quantum probabilities.

Si nce the quantum connection is nonlocal, it is inevitable that introspection
and neditation could discover no "ego" within; within and without are Euclidean
paraneters that do not apply to the quantumworld. But the prinmates coul d not
understand this. Wen, due to traumm, nmasochistic religious practices, alkaloid
herbs, or nere statistical chance, their neuroatomic circuitry propelled them

i nt o Quantum Consci ousness, they could not conceptualize that they were outside
space-tinme entirely. Space and time, they still thought even after Einsein, were
as solid as walls. They could only imagine, prinmate fashion, that they were
traveling in space and out of their bodies; they called it "astral projection"”
and devi sed nunerous primate superstitions about it.

Simlarly, when one of themwould begin to | earn how to use the netaprogranmm ng
circuits in the forebrain, they could not conceptualize that they were peering
into alternative quantum probability matrices. Instead, they devised a whole

myt hol ogy of heavens, hells, purgatories, astral planes, fairy |lands, denons,
gods, angels, UFOnauts, etc., to nmake Euclidean "maps" of such quantum

experi ences.

We should be charitable to the Terran primates. Al planets have gone through
such superstitious stages before the HEAD Revol ution is conplete anbng t hem
When the neuroatomic circuitry, only occasionally released during nost of their
hi story, began to function fully in 1984, the primates could not begin to
under st and what was happening, for all of the above reasons. They were suddenly
in communi cation, not just with one reality-tunnel, but with all possible
reality-tunnels. They could see quantum probabilities |eading to all possible
futures, but they were unable to conceptualize what they saw. The primate brain,
al ways quick to cover ignorance with a primate archetype, projected all their
traditional superstitions on what was happeni ng.

Terra was a weird and crazy place for several years. Gant |obsters with ray
guns, Tibetan denons, Ignatz the anarchist nobuse, and dozens of other fantasy
figures were likely to appear at any tine, any place, even in churches during
funerals or at top-secret governnental neetings. The joke "We're all living in a
surreal i st novel" gained wide currency, although few realized how close to the
truth it was.

The intelligence-raising drug NEURO began to change things a bit after it
appeared in 1988. People's fantasies gradually becanme nore sophisticated and
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phi |l osophical, and their reality-tunnels accordingly adapted. Wth the
publication of Sirag's General Field Theory in 1993, the smarter prinmates

i medi ately realized what was really occurring on their planet and throughout

t he cosnos.

They gradual |y conprehended that all their myths had been nenories of the
future, available to themthrough the nonlocal activity of the quantum waves
maki ng up their brains. Age-old religious visions of Imortality, for instance,
they recogni zed as precapitul ations of the inevitable end product of their
current longevity research. The "mmgi ¢ carpets" and "seven-|eague boots" they
al ready had; the New Heaven and New Earth they were rapidly building. The

super human heroes and heroines of romantic fiction were the humans they were

t hensel ves becomi ng as the HEAD Revol ution accel erated themtoward greater
intellectual efficiency, nore flexible enmotional equilibrium neurosomatic
rapture, and mnetaprogranm ng wi sdom

They understood that the Boddhisattva's Vow, common anong the
neurosomatic-circuit Eastern primates, was no idle fantasy, either, even though
it promised to redeemall sentient beings. Wth tinme-travel nade possible
through the General Field Theory, they could change any past probability wave,
creating a new uni verse where each entity would take the best possible path

i nstead of whatever sad paths it had taken to arouse their conpassion and

i ntervention. They understood the words, previously totally opaque, of the

Jewi sh nystic, Jesus, who had said, "All that | do, ye shall do, also; and
nmore." They understood that every political and nystical ideal of freedom
however aborted in its first appearances, was fated to be achieved in sone form
in the infinite nonlocal cosnbs opening before them

They understood that the "oneness with earth" so many had discovered in the
previ ous two decades had only been the overture to the discovery of nonlocality,
as they shared nore and nore in oneness with all that is, and all that can be.
And they understood, of course the tine-honored allegory of the Trick Top Hat,
whi ch was just a synbol of the brain. This ritual was passed on from generation
to generation, since it represented the greatest treasure in the universe, which
is shared by all and belongs to none: the faculty of creativity, partially

unl eashed in each sentient being, fully released at the proper Galactic-genetic
time by the HEAD Revol uti on.

BOOK ONE
The Hom ng Pi geons

PART ONE
WHO S ZELENKA?

Al Cretans are liars.

-enpedocl es the cretan

The President of the United States is not a crook

-the president of the united states

Death to all fanatics!

-mal acl ypse the younger

THE UNI VERSE W LL SURPRI SE US

Jen fa Ti: Ti fa Tsien T sien fa Too; Too fa tzu-jan

-LAO TsE, Too Te Ching

Tall, skinny palmtrees, twisted to bizarre angles by dozens of Florida

hurri canes, stood bl ack agai nst a ci nnanon-streaked sky as the sun rose

maj estically in the west.

"W stop here," Mavis said, as he had known she woul d; as was, perhaps,

i nevitable now.

This nmust be the Gulf of Mexico, Dashwood thought. They could now load himwth
chains and drop himin the drink, as crinminals said, letting himsink slowy
down am d the sharks and barracudas, down where, after the sharks were finished,
the King Crabs would pick what was | eft on his bones, down, down, down, ful
fathom five.

And, as was inevitable now, Mavis notioned himout of the car, stepping out
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behind him (still holding that dammed tomy gun, as if quietly toying with it)
like the ghoats in hammelts.

"W wait here," she said. "The others go back."

"What are we waiting for?" Dashwood asked.

"Don't be a dummy, George. W rescued you, renenber? Like the gauds in anbers."
Dashwood took a deep breath, counting to ten. "Wiy do you keep calling ne
George? You know ny nane is Frank, dammt."

Mavi s opened her eyes w de, pretending astonishnent. "You really don't
renenber," she said sadly.

A woodpecker | anded wearily on the nearest palm as if he had flown nore

nm ssi ons than Yossarian and never intended to go up again.

"I''"'m Frank Dashwood," he said. "Dr. Francis R Dashwood. |'m a nenber of the
Anerican Psychiatric Association. I'min Wo's Wo. Goddamit," he added,
irrelevantly but heatedly.

"You're Ceorge Dorn," she said. "You work for Confrontation magazi ne. Your boss
is named Justin Case."

"Ch, balls," Dashwood said.

The woodpecker turned his head, as perhaps was sure to happen now, and watched
them suspi ciously, like a paranoid old nan.

And Dashwood noticed, as for the first tine, an unfinished building on the
beach, probably a new condo, with girders going off at strange cubist angles.
Skel etons in hard hats stood frozen |ike statues, and a giant squid reached up
fromthe ocean to wap its tentacles around the pyl ons.

The sun was as hot as Gunga Din's |oincloth.

A vine-col ored plaque at the gate said:

FATALI TY | NC

Muss S. Sine, President

S. Muss Sine, Vice President

"If 1"m CGeorge Dorn," he said finally, "why do | have this deep-seated |ongtine
del usion that |I'm Frank Dash-wood?"

"We're in Maybe-time here," Mavis said. "You know. 'In addition to a Yes and a
No, the universe contains a Maybe.' You' ve heard that, I"'msure. It's hard to
keep track of social fictions out here, and personal identity is just a socia
fiction. So you' ve lost your ego for a few m nutes and grabbed hol d of another
one. That's how you created this imaginary Frank Fernwood." "Dashwood," he
corrected automatically. "Going home fromhere isn't easy," Mais said, stil
toying with the tomy gun. "Some people never find their way back. That's why
you must let go out of this Frank Fernwood delusion.” "It's Dashwood, dammt,

Dashwood! " "Fer nwood, Dashwood," she said inpatiently. "Deep down you know
you're CGeorge Dorn."
"You are a fruitcake, Mavis. Wiy did you rescue ne fromthat jail, anyway?"

"You're wanted," she said sinply. "By whon?" "Hagbard Celine."

"And who is Hagbard Celine?" They had reached the cabana and were standing
beside it, glaring at each other |like two chess masters who each suspect that
they have wandered into sone idiotic pernutation of the Qurang-Qutan opening.
The woodpecker turned his head, probably a bit puzzled hinmself, and sized them
up with the other eye.

"You'll know when you neet him George." ("Frank," he shouted. "George," she
repeated firmy.) "For nowit's enough that he wanted us to get you out of Bad

Ass Jail." "And why the hell does Hagbard Chelling ..." ("Celine," she
corrected.) ". . . Celine, then, why the hell does Hagbard Celine want to see
me?"

"Why anyt hi ng?" Mavis asked rhetorically. "Wy sky, why oceans, why people? Jen
fa Ti: Ti fa T'sien: T'sien fa Tao: Tao fa tzu-jan."

"Ch, coitus," Dashwood said, avoiding crudity. "Don't give nme obscurities in
Cant onese at this hour."

"Men are created by earth, earth is created by the universe, the universe is
created by Nature's Process, and Nature's Process just happened," Mvis
transl at ed.

Dashwood was not going to get involved in aleotoric cosnol ogies. "So Hagbard
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Celine just happened,” he said. "And he just happened to want me out of Bad Ass
Jail. And you just happen to like busting into jails with tomry guns and taking
prisoners out. This is the silliest damed routine | ever heard."

"Well," Mavis said, grinning wickedly, "I also just happen to like you. In fact,
I"ve had the Wihites for you ever since | broke into the cell back in Bad Ass and
caught you Lourding off."

"Don't talk dirty," he said. "It's not beconming to a young wonan your age, and
it's getting silly and ol d-fashioned. It nakes you sound |ike a refugee fromthe
1960s. "

"Nonsense," Mavis said. "It gets you excited. It always gets nen excited to hear
wonen talk like this. Do you know how | felt when | saw you there on the bunk
with your Rehnquist in your hand? It nade ny Feinstein go all warm and nushy

i nsi de, George."

"Frank," he said one nore tinme. "And | don't have the Wites for you. Wonen with
tomy guns don't turn nme on at all."

"Are you sure?" Mvis asked provocatively. "I'Il bet | could nake your Rehnqui st
stand up if | really tried." She opened her trenchcoat and he coul d see her

magni ficent Brownnillers bul ging through her tight sweater. He had to admit they
were a fine, firmpair of Brownnillers-"a pair you could hang your hat on," as
an Irishman had once sai d-but he was not going to be tenpted. This was all too
wei rd.

"I"'ve had a ot of tension since raiding the jail," Mavis went on, slipping the
trenchcoat to the sand. "I really need a good Potter Stewart, CGeorge. Wuldn't
you like to Potter Stewart nme? Wuldn't you like to lie on the sand and stick
your great big pul sating Rehnquist into nmy warm noist Feinstein?"

"This is ridiculous."

"Listen, George," Mavis went on intensely. "Wwen | was young | decided to save
mysel f for a man who conpletely neets the criteria of ny value system That's
when | was reading Ayn Rand, you see. But then |I realized | could get awfully
horny waiting for himto cone along. You'll have to do."

How can you keep the facts clear and sharp-edged when this happens? "You really
want me to Potter Stewart you right now on a public beach in broad daylight?" he
asked, feeling like a fool

The woodpecker went to work above them just then, banging away |ike a Rock
drummer. Dashwood renenbered from Nutl ey Hi gh School:

The woodpecker pecked on the outhouse door;

He pecked and he pecked till his pecker was sore.

"CGeorge, you're too serious. Don't you know how to play? Did you ever think that
life is maybe a game? The world is a toy, George. |'ma toy. You conjured ne out
of your fantasies while you were Lourding-off in that jail cell last night. |I'm
a magi ¢ voodoo doll. You can do anything you want with ne."

Dashwood shook his head. "I can't believe you. The way you' re talking-it's not
real ."

"I always talk this way when |'mhorny. It so happens that at such tender
monents |'mnore open to the vibrations fromouter space. George, is the Tooth
Fairy real? |Is the thought of the Tooth Fairy a real thought? Howis it
different fromthe nental picture of ny Brownmllers that you get when you

i magi ne you can | ook right through ny sweater? Does the fact that you can think
of Potter Stewarting me and | can think of Potter Stewarting you nean that we
are going to Potter Stewart? Or is the universe going to surprise us?"

"The universe is going to surprise you," Dashwood said. "I don't trust wonen
with tommy guns who rave about Tooth Fairies and vibrations from outer space.
I"mgetting the hell out of here." He started to wal k away.

"Listen, George," Mavis said earnestly. "You are about to walk into a conpletely
di fferent universe, one you nmight not like at all. Every quantum deci sion
creates a whol e new space-tinme manifold ..."

"Ch, bullburger," he said, before she could go any further with that gibberish
"You dammed fool! You' re wal king out on the greatest adventure of our century!"
She was al nost shouting now "Atlantis! Illumnation! Leviathan! Hagbard
Celine!"

Dashwood kept goi ng.
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"You asshol e!" she screaned. "You're about to mss the best Steinem Job of your
life."

He al nost turned then, but this was all too bizarre for him He continued down
the asphalt road grimy, ignoring the yell ow submari ne that was beginning to
surface offshore

Bl ake WIlianms gall oped past himsuddenly, riding a horse with no wife and no
nmust ache. He was Lassie (who was really a nmale dog in drag), but he was al so
Dashwood' s father. Like the Gut manhanmett.

Then Furbi sh Lousewart cane out of the lavatory wearing a | aboratory snock. "The
masses are female," he sneered, drawing a rotary saw out of his tool box
depository. He nethodically began sawi ng of f Dashwood's head.

"G ve ne head!" he screaned. "The whiteness of the wall! Gothin haven, annette
colp us! Gve ne head!"

And then Linda Lovelace was there, with Dracula's old red-lined cape, starting
to suck him starting to suck the purity of essence fromhim biting down hard
hard hard, a bl ood-sneared nouth with cani ne fangs.

And he woke up

He | ooked at the alarmclock blearily, still haunted by fangs and bl ood.
Six-fifty-eight; the alarmwould go off in two m nutes

I am Frank Dashwood. All that other was just a dream

He depressed the alarmswitch and put his naked feet on the cold floor, so he
woul d not roll over and dream he was going to work.

Fangs and bl ood. Wiy do people see such filns? Wird species, we are.

Dr. Dashwood staggered to the shower. Wiite tile, white on white: the whiteness
of the wall. Vibrations fromouter space, she said. Not too hot, now careful
Ah, that's good. Watch that it doesn't heat up too fast, though. Fangs and

bl ood: average person has seen one hundred, naybe two hundred, of those filns.
Hundreds of hours of horror grooves in the brain: neurol ogi cal masochi sm
YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

He turned the hot-water spigot down quickly. A ways does that: starts tepid and
then boils you.

He | eapt fromthe shower and began toweling. Oral sadism she | ooked good enough
to eat, we say. Little Red Riding Hood. Eatupus conpl ex.

Dashwood surveyed his features in the mrror, conbing his hair. As the world
sees ne: this not unhandsone, definitely nervous, m ddl e-aged face.

Radio will bring nme all the way back. Try KKHI, nmaybe catch sone Vival di
Dashwood' s Law. whenever you turn on KKHI, they're either playing Vivaldi or
will play Vivaldi within fifteen m nutes

De de dum de dum de dee

De de dum de dum de dum dum dum

Sounds nore |ike Bach. Wait: listen

De de drum de drum de DRUM

Drum drum de droom de de

Wheeeee dunb de

And that was the Concerto for Harp by Jan Zel enka. And now the news. In Bad Ass,
Texas, School Superintendent B. S. Curve was nurdered | ast night by a
bonbattached to the starter of his autonobile. Superintendent Curve had been
under attack by local clergy and the John Birch Society for proposing the
teaching of the netric systemin schools. In Washi ngton, President K-

Dashwood snapped the radio off irritably. Wenever you want to hear sone

pl easant nusic, they break for the nws. Ah, well: time to head for the office,
anyway.
De de dumde dumde dee . . . Wiere the hell did | put the key? Ch yes; alarm

cl ock, next to. Dum de de:

sure sounded |ike Bach at first. Dum drum de dee! Really bounced al ong, nusic of
that period. Baroque.

He started his car

Crrrunph runph runph.

Ch, damm. Try again.

Crrrrrrrrrrrunph runph a zoom

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (134 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:41 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

Dashwood pulled out into the traffic. Always fails to ignite first tinme. Dum dum
de. Zel enka, he said. Who the hell was Zel enka? Sane period as Bach, |I'msure.
Dr. Dashwood turned onto Van Ness and headed for Orgasm Research: da dum da dum
da dreee!

And drove straight into an entirely different kind of novel

THE MAD ARAB

Qol : Hua Al |l ahu achad; Allahu Assamad; |am yalid wal am yul ad; wal am yakun | ahu
kuf wan achad.

-al qgoran

One day earlier and three thousand mles due east, Bonita ("Bonny") Benedict, a
popul ar col umi st for the New York

News- Ti mes- Post - Her al d- Di spat ch- Express-Mrror-Eagle, sat down to wite her
daily stream of - consci ousness. According to her usual procedure, Bonny began by
flipping through her notebook. This usually served to fructify her inagination,
but that day proved rather sterile. Items which had al ready been used were
crossed out with large X' s and what was |eft was weary, stale, flat, and
unprofitable. There was literally nothing timely or exciting enough for a |ead.
Bonny was only stunped for a mnute; then she renmenbered the anci ent maxi m of
the great pioneer of nodern journalism Charles Foster Hearst: "If there isn't
any news, invent sone."

Ms. Benedict, whose hair would have been gray if she hadn't decided it was nore
chic to bleach it pure platinumwhite, had lasted in the news gane for forty
years. She did not lack the faculty of imagination

Bonny inserted a fresh sheet in the typewiter and began at once, trusting her
years of experience to guide her. Wat energed was:

Who is the man in Hong Kong who | ooks exactly like Lee Harvey Oswal d? Believe it
or not, darlings, that question is causing a | ot of excitenent anong the nmenbers
of the new Senate Committee on Congressional Commttees on Assassihations. In
case you forgot, they're the ones who are trying to find out why the various
Congressi onal Committees on Assassinations couldn't find out anything. Wat
they' re asking each other is: Could the man in Hong Kong really be Oswal d? And,
if so, who was the double that got shot in Dallas? Doesn't it nake your heads
SWi n???

That was what was known as a fail-safe item If (as was |likely) the Senate
Conmittee sinply ignored it rather than fan the flames of runor, nmany readers
woul d believe it on the grounds that it had been printed and not denied. If, on
the other hand, the Committee did deny it, even nore people would believe it. A
1981 psychol ogi cal survey had shown that 67 percent of the popul ation
experienced uncertainty, indecision, suspicion, or downright paranoia whenever
they saw the words "government denial" in print.

Bonny went on to use up the not-totally dreary itens in her notebook, jazzing
each one enough to give it a coat of sparkle, or at least of tinsel. But she
still needed a zinger for the closing. She foll owed the sage advice of the
prophet Hearst one nore time and wrote:

Wasn't that Furbish Lousewart of the Purity of Ecology Party eating steak and
drinking Manhattans (rmade with Southern Confort, my dears!) at Sardi's |ast

ni ght? What would the Party regulars think of this flagrant disregard of PCE
princi pl es?

Bonny, in her youth, had been a disciple of the fambus fem ni st and psychol ogi st
Al berta Einstein. It was Ms. Einstein, in her epoch-maki ng Neuropsychol ogy, who
i ntroduced the concept that every brain constructs a different "island-reality"
fromthe billions of signals it receives every mnute. This concept had

revol utioni zed the social sciences and even | ed Hei senberg to propose a simlar
relativity principle in physics. Bonny knew that the PCE people lived in an
island-reality where eating neat and drinking fernented spirits were atrocities
comparable to ax nurder or Burgering in the well. This itemwould nake them
hoppi ng mad.

A columni st's career depends on amusi ng nost of her readers nost of the tine and
maki ng sonme of them hopping nad some of the tine.
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The owner - publisher of the New York News-Times-irc was Polly Esther Doubl eknit,
relict of the late Dacron Doubl eknit, the |eisurewear king. Wen the |eisurewear
fad had peaked in the 1970s, Dacron had shrewdly used the cash flow to
"diversify," as his accountant called it. Engulf and Devour, his conpetitors
called it. Wen he died Dacron owned over a thousand retail stores coast to
coast, a tapioca mine in Nutley, N J. (a bad investment, that one, suggested by
a pl ausi bl e but Mchi avellian nidget), a | arge hunk of Canadi an forestland,
three South Anerican governnents (his |eisurewear was thereafter made with very
cheap | abor), sixteen Congresspersons, three senators, a shipyard in Yellow
Springs, Chio (suggested by Eva Gebl oonenkraft), seven state |egislatures
together with four other whorehouses in Nevada, and the New York
News- Ti nes-uU. S. W.

Dacron died of a heart attack at fifty-two, brought on by anxi ety about the
anmount of political corruption he was involved in. Dacron did not like to bribe
public officials and hated the size of the bribes they all wanted, because he
had been raised a Preshyterian. Unfortunately for him he lived in an age of
Term nal Bureaucracy and there was absolutely no way, no nmatter how many | awers
he hired, to find out if his corporations were, in any given instance, in
violation of the law. There were too many |aws, and they were written in

| anguage that guaranteed nmaxi mum anbiguity all around, so that |awers (who
wote the laws) could always get jobs proving that the | aws neant Yes, if they
were being paid to prove that, or that the laws nmeant No, if they were being
paid to prove that. Dacron never found out, for sure, whether he was one of the
busi nessnmen in the country operating 100 percent legally all the tine or if he
was in violation of so many statutes that he was subject to over a thousand
years in prison; no two | awers ever would agree about that. So Dacron bribed as
many officials as possible to protect hinmself, and then gradually worried
hinsel f to death about the bribes being di scovered soneday.

Polly Esther, finding herself the heir of Dacron's farragi nous enpire, quickly
appoi nt ed professional executives to manage nost of it; but she took over the
newspaper personally. She was a fan of a TV show call ed Low Grant and rat her
fanci ed hersel f as becom ng another Ms. Pynchon

M's. Pynchon was the publisher of the paper on the Low Grant show. She was tough
enough to eat barbed wire and spit tacks, but she was al so cool and el egant.
Polly Esther wanted to be like that.

She al so had a secret desire to be the other Ms. Pynchon, the wife of the
novel i st. She had read one of Pynchon's novels once while dieting, and nmaybe she
had used just a little bit too nmany of those diet pills, because she believed
every word of it. She was still convinced that the baskets on the street saying
WASTE nmeant W Await Silent Tristero's Enpire.

Naturally, Polly Esther believed both of Bonny Benedict's fictions of the day.
She had | ong suspected that both Gswald and Lousewart were agents of Silent
Tristero's Enpire.

Pol |y Esther was about forty-two but she could easily pass for thirty-two. This
was because she was very rich

Once a year Polly Esther went to a ranch in Nevada which | ooked |ike a |uxury
motel and treated its guests like the inmates of a concentration canp. They fed
Polly Esther on a diet what would barely sustain |ife and tasted horrible. They
made her exercise several hours a day. A brutal staff insulted her, nocked her,
bull'i ed her, and got her back on her feet again, running, every time she thought
she'd drop from exhaustion. They al so shot her full of Gerovitol,

met hanphet am nes, and vitamins three tines a day. They charged her fifty-five
hundred dol | ars.

Sone of this actually had a slight effect on her body, but nobst of it was
directed at her nind. She came out of this two-week ordeal, each year, convinced
that she had suffered enough to deserve to be beautiful for another fifty weeks.
She was indeed beautiful, and had been a flami ng redhead for so long that only a
few people in Xenia, Chio, renenbered her as a dark-haired girl who had to | eave
town because of a scandal in the |ocal Baptist church choir.

The robot who travel ed under the nane "Frank Sullivan" was in New York the next
nmor ni ng and saw Bonny Benedict's colum. "Ch, Burger, Lourde, and corruption,”
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he nmuttered, the newspaper trenbling in his hands.

He i medi ately cancel ed his business in New York and hopped an orbital to

Washi ngton, where he leapt into a cab, sped to Naval Intelligence, and gall oped
into the office of Admral Munty ("lIron Balls") Babbit.

Babbit was in charge of "Dungeon and Dragon" operations, including the
"Sullivan" matter; these were nmachinations so nmurky that they were not even
known to those normally cleared for covert operations.

"How the holy Potter Stewart did she get hold of this?" pseudo-Sullivan
demanded, wavi ng Bonny Benedict's col um.

Babbit stopped breathing for a mnute as he read the Second Gswal d item

"Jesus and Mary Christ," he said finally, in a hollow tone. 'The Briggsing
Bryanting Frankel, she nust have a source in the CIA Those nother-Stewarting
sons-of -bitches, they 11 do anything to bl ow one of our operations."

This was typical of Od Iron Balls, as his nen called him He was convinced that
everything malign emanated from Central Intelligence over in Al exandria. They
spent all their tinme, he believed, plotting to discredit Naval Intelligence, and
all because a high CIA official had once caught him Munty Babbit, in an
intimate nmonent with the CIA man's m stress.

"Those bastards,” he repeated in a tone as cold as official charity. "I'd |ike
to bl ow that Burger-house in Al exandria off the face of the earth and every
linp-wisted Briggsing Bryanting Harvard egghead in it."

But that was only one level of Od Iron Balls's nmnd- the public |evel. Mich
deeper, he was already plotting various scenarios that resulted fromthe sudden
deat hs of Bonny Benedict or "Frank Sullivan."

O course, Babbit did not for a nonment contenpl ate assassination in the vul gar
sense; there had been nore than enough of that sort of thing back in the sixties
and it had made all sorts of trouble for everyone in the Intelligence gane.
Babbit was guided by a maxi m now universally accepted in the cl oak-and-dagger
busi ness al though originally forrmul ated by Beria of the NKVD: "Any damed foo
can commt nurder. Any halfway trai ned operative can arrange convinci ng suicide.
It takes an artist to nmanage an authentic natural death."

Pseudo- Sul | i van had a | arger than average share of ESP, as did many persons in
the Intelligence gane. "You know," he said casually, "lI've left Certain Papers
in a Certain Place to be opened in case of sudden death ..."

"Ch, you needn't worry about anything like that," Babbit said hastily. "Wy,
you' re one of our nost val uable um nen. W woul dn't dream of. "

Bl ah- bl ah-bl ah. It was a set speech, for occasions like this.

He was thinking of Bonny Benedict and of her publisher, that hoity-toity rich
Frankel - Bri ggser, Polly Esther Doubl eknit.

The next fuse ignited by the Oswal d-i n-Hong-Kong story was in the frontal cortex
of a bal ding, nervous man named Justin Case, who was living in a sociol ogica
treatise. That is, people made himso anxi ous that he shielded hinself fromthem
with a cocoon of words and concepts which had gradually becone nore real to him
than the people were. He was a heavywei ght Intell ectual

Justin Case had nore Mdral Concern than was good for a man. He worried about
raci smand sexi smand inperialismand injustice and the general cussedness of
hi s species; he agoni zed over each and every person on the planet who m ght be
getting a raw deal; if you put enough martinis in him he would start singing
"Joe Hill" and "We Shall Overcome" and "Wich Side Are You On?" and other old
Labor and G vil Rights songs.

Natural ly, Case was the editor of a Liberal Mugazine.

The nmagazi ne was call ed Confrontation and had been started by a nad Arab named
Joe Malik, who abandoned it in 1968 to enter a Trappi st nonastery. Mlik had
been traumati zed by the Denpbcratic Convention that year and told everybody he
intended to spend the rest of his |life in vehenent and conti nuous prayer

Mali k | eft behind a note which still hung on the bulletin board at
Confrontation. It said:

Qol: Hua Al'l ahu achad; Allahu Assamad; |amyalid wal am yul ad; wal am yahun | ahu
kuf wan achad.

Nobody at Confrontation could read Arabic, but they all liked to stop and | ook
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at the note occasionally, wondering what it meant.

The stockhol ders had appointed Case to the editorship, after Malik retreated to
the cloister, because Justin had as rmuch righteous indignation as the mad Arab
but was not so fl aky.

By spring 1984, Case had 120 bound vol umes of books, articles, and press
clippings about the J.F. K assassination, since he was still Righteously

I ndi gnant about the pal pably obvi ous cover-up involved in the Warren Report.
The day that pseudo-Sullivan wi gged out over Bonny Benedict's contribution to
the nythol ogy of the assassination, Case calmy clipped that item and added it
to his file.

Three-quarters of the other material in Case's file was also fictitious.
One-third of this disinformati on had been generated by Intelligence

Agenci es-donestic, foreign, and extraterrestrial-as covers or screens for their
own activities in and around Dallas in 1963. Another third had been produced by
sincere, dedicated, sonetinmes avid conspiracy buffs, weaving their own webs of
confusion as they searched for the elusive truth. The last third had been
created, |ike the Bonny Benedict item by journalists follow ng Hearst's advice
about what to do when there was no news.

Anybody trying to find out "what really happened" fromthis collection of

nmyt hol ogy woul d be so confused that the significant fact of the extraterrestria
i ntervention woul d never be apparent.

Case did not suspect any of this. He loved his J.F.K file. He was convinced
that sonmeday the crucial piece would cone to him he would insert it into the
file, and the whol e jigsaw woul d nake sense.

He never realized that the one detail which gave everything away was that while
Cswal d was firing fromthe sixth-floor wi ndow he was al so having a Coke on the
second floor and ningling with the crowd in the street.

Li ke nost liberals, Justin Case |acked inmaginati on and never took seriously al
the evidence of extraterrestrial activity on earth during the past forty years.
Case was currently having an affair with the Holl ywood actress Carol Christnas.
Carol was renowned anobng the heterosexual mnale popul ation for having the biggest
Brownmi |l ers since Jayne Mansfield; so far only wonen and a few Gay nen had
noticed that she could al so act.

Carol had been nmarried four times. She had had three abortions. Like other
famous Beauties, she was always dieting, and hence, a little bit high-strung.
She was al so a disciple of General EE A Crow ey, the eccentric English explorer
who had di scovered the North Pole and clained there was a hol e there | eading
down to the center of the Earth. Carol devoutly believed Crow ey's yarn that

there was a whole civilization down there, inside the Earth, run by

gr een- ski nned wonen.

Carol believed this because she had a great artistic faith in the principle of
bal ance. In her probability continuumin the series of quantum ei genstates that
had crystalized into her universe-the whol e outside of the planet seemed to be
run by white-skinned males. It was only fair that the inside should be run by
green- ski nned femal es.

Carol was having three other affairs at the sane tinme as her anour with Justin
Case. There was a hairdresser in Hollywod (bi, not Gay) who was very tal ented
at Bryanting and Briggsing-two arts at which totally straight nmen, in Carol's
opi nion, were usually a bit clumsy. There was al so Fran9oi s Loup-Garou, the
painter, in Paris, who adored her madly, as only a painter can adore a wonan.

And there was a bitter but brilliant Black novelist in Chicago naned Franklin
Stuart.
Justin Case knew all about these other ampburs; after all, he read Bonny

Benedict's colum every day. Bonny kept the world inforned about which
celebrities were Potter Stewarting each other. She did this in a way that was
perfectly clear to every reader but totally w thout any clear neaning in a court
of law, in case sonmebody got irritated and tried to sue her. Wat she did was to
wite sonething |ike "Hollywod sexpot Carol Christmas and Bl ack novelist Frank
Stuart are an itemthese days."

Everybody knew what "an itent meant.
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When Bonny wrote that a couple were "a hot itenmf many of her readers were nildly
puzzl ed, but assuned she was insinuating sone fantastic sexual acrobatics.
Actually, it only nmeant that Bonny was trying to avoid stylistic nonotony;
occasionally, she even switched it to "a torrid item" which |ed to even nore

| ascivious fantasies for sone of her readers.

Justin Case didn't object to Carol Christnmas's other affairs because he accepted
it as a fact of life that actors are hypersexed, just as coal nminers are prone
to black lung di sease and novelists to booze and weird drugs. Besides, jeal ousy
was a sign of possessiveness, and possessiveness was illiberal. And, anyway-as
he usual |y concluded his ruminations on this subject, during the infrequent
monent s when he thought of it at all-Carol's career kept them apart nost of the
time, and he was not so naive as to expect sonebody of her youth and beauty to
resist all tenptations.

And it was the 1980s, wasn't it?

Actual ly, Case was a bit of an unconsci ous psychic-that is, he was aware of
quant um probability waves, although not consciously. He sensed that there were
approxi mately 1050 uni verses in which he had lusted after Carol and never got
into her Frankel even once. That unconsci ous psychi c know edge kept hi m content
with this universe, where he was her part-tinme |over.

Carol Christmas had starred in the first hard-core porn nmovie to win the Acadeny
Awar d, Deep Mongolian Steinem Job. The filmhad been directed by Stanley
Kubrick, after he read a satirical novel in which the author had inmagi ned what
woul d happen if Kubrick set out to make a serious and even artistic porn film
Despite the success of Deep Mongolian Steinem Job, nost humans still did not
realize that all fantasies tend to becone realities, in one universe or another
Carol did realize it, however. She was currently involved in approxi mtely

250, 000, 000 sex acts every hour

REAL HOUSES, REAL OFFI CES

The sensuous California sun hung | ow and sultry over San Francisco, turning
everybody's nood in a low and sultry direction. It was a day when anything coul d
happen. Cops hel ped ol d | adi es across the street. Bankers gave |oans to people
who really needed them A high school girl was heard to speak a sentence in
English, without "ya know' before the predicate object.

And a nysterious hand scrawl ed "The enornous tragedy of the dream nor dashed a
thousand kinf on the wall of the Van Ness Street entrance of O gasm Research
Dr. Frank Dashwood (dum dum de! Who's Zel enka?) arrived from anot her novel

He turned into the Van Ness parking | ot of ORGRE, executed a smart translation
of his sleek MGinto the RESERVED area, and saw t he i nconprehensible scraw .
That dammed Ezra Pound again. Way do | have to be haunted by a schizo with an
obsessi on about Fernando Poo?

At ni ne-oh-one Dr. Dashwood passed through the solid oak door saying in gold
letters:

FRANCI S DASHWOCD, M D.

PRES| DENT
There was not hing urgent on the neno pad, so Dashwood began opening the incom ng
mai | | eisurely.

Dear Dr. Dashwood,

Il amwiting to you as a Sex Expert because | don't know where else to turn. |
already wote to Ann Lan-ders, but she just told nme to take cold showers. My
problemis that | am nadly, hopel essly, passionately in |love with Linda

Lovel ace. |'ve actually seen Deep Throat ninety-three tinmes now and nothing can
get her out of my mind. Gher wonen |l eave ne cold; | only want Linda, Linda,

Li nda. She has so nmuch beauty and charm and sweetness and, ny God, can she eat
Rehnqui st! | know this is hopel ess because even though |I've witten a nove
about Vlad the Inpaler and nmade |lots of noney, |I'mstill very shy with wonen.
(Sonme of themare extraterrestrials, | have discovered.) Wy did God make such
an unj ust universe? Can you help nme?

Dr. Dashwood frowned t houghtfully, then scrawl ed, 'Send this nut the
see-a-psychiatrist letter." Dumde dum de dum de. Next!
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Dr. OgasmR Institute

Frank Dashwood 666 Mal acl ypse San Francisco, Calif.

Dear Dr. Institute:

We are sending you this personalized |etter because we know that a man |ike you,
Dr. Institute, cares about his investnments and wants to know the facts about

I nflation.

Next! (And remenber: | ook up that Zel enka.)

Dear Dr Dashwood,

| ama paraplegic and therefore | amincapable of normal coitus. My sweetheart
and |, fortunately, have found that oral sex satisfies us fully-1 Mrshall her
Frankel and then she gives me a SteinemJob. But this creates a terrible | ega
conundrum since she lives across the Mssissippi River in lowa and | ama

citizen of Illinois. lowa has a very strict |aw against oral sex, which they
classify as sodony (due to a mistranslation of the A d Testanment, | believe).
Thus, we can't have sex in lowa. Now, Illinois has had no anti-sodony statutes

since the 1960s, so you might think our problemcan be solved by having sex in
Illinois. Unfortunately, she can't afford to quit her job in lowa, and thus
every time she travels across the river to have sex with me, she is crossing a
state line, which nakes nme vul nerabl e under the Mann Act. |s there any possible
solution to this | egal doubl e-bind?

Dr. Dashwood was intrigued. He began thinking of topol ogical transformations,
non- Eucl i dean geonetries, Weeler's wornmhol es in superspace . . . But then he
realized he was Romantici zi ng, just because the puzzle had sparked his

i magi nation. In ordinary four-dinensional Heisenberg space-tinme, there was no
way out of the paradox: If the witer crossed the river, he and his | ady were
committing sodonmy in lowa, and if the lady crossed the river, they were
violating the Mann Act in Illinois.

Logi ci ans dream up such Strange Loops, Dashwood reflected, just to nake ganes
for other logicians; but |lawers create themto nmake nore jobs for |awers.
Dashwood scrawl ed, "Tell himhis |lady better dammed well find a job in
Illinois."

Next .

Dear Dr. Dashwood,

Once there was a man who was condemmed to |ive on the noon. He knew the

puni shment was just, because he hated his father and such a sin deserves an
extreme penalty. Nonetheless, his isolation was terrible and there were tines
when he thought his heart would break, just because he coul d never hear a human
Voi ce agai n.

Well, he made the best of his cruel situation. He began sendi ng nessages from
the moon, telling everything he knew about life on earth-all the joys and
agoni es and struggles, "the horror and the boredom and the glory" of the |ong
climb upward fromthe sline to higher and higher consciousness. The peopl e back
on earth | oved these signals, which contained so nuch of life's drama, and they
prai sed hi mextravagantly, and that gave himsonme confort through the |ong years
of his exile.

Once, however, he sat down and nade a nmessage about his own |oneliness, telling
how it feels to be separated from humanity by 250,000 miles of Dead Sil ence.

He called it the Hammerkl avi er Sonat a.

Try to plot that on one of your graphs, you sizeist son-of-a-bitch

Ezra Pound

Fair Play for Fernando Poo
Committee

The intercom buzzed.

"Aman is here fromthe FBI,'

M ss Karrig said nervously.

Dr. Dashwood began doi ng pranayama i mrediately. "Send . . . him... in ... right
away . . ."he said between deep breaths

The agent, whose nane was Tobi as Knight, had a wal rus nustache and a cheery eye;

nobody ever | ooked less threatening. Dr. Dashwood still regarded himwith a wary

respect, as a large and dangerous manmal. This was the nornmal attitude since the
1983 Anti-Crine, Anti-Subversion Omibus bill had entitled the Bureau to conduct
random wi retapping on all citizens rather than just on known crimnals and known
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subversives. ("If we only watch the already recogni zed enenies of society," the
author of this bill-Senator Uriah Snoop-had argued, "who knows what hi dden
nmonkey busi ness might be festering in dark places to rise up and stab us in the
back Iike a snake in the grass?")
Kni ght was brisk and (seem ngly) honest. A prominent scientist-Dr. G W C
Bri dge- had di sappeared and, since no ki dnappers had demanded ransom and no
evidence indicated that he had defected to Russia or China, the Bureau was
i nvestigating even the nost tenuous |eads. "Since you attended M skatonic
University in Massachusetts at the same tinme as Dr. Bridge, we're curious about
anyt hing even that far back which mght shed |light on why he'd want to vanish

if he did vanish voluntarily. "
Dr. Dashwood created an expression of puzzlenent. "I hardly knew George," he
said slowy. "He was just about the only Black student at M skatonic, of course,
and that nade himum highly visible, but we never becane friends. ..."
They beat around the bush for about ten m nutes; then Dashwood shot abruptly
fromthe hip. "I know who really was close to Washy," he said, |ooking inspired
"Pete Sinmon, the geologist. Wiy don't you get in touch with hin | think the
last | heard he was with the governnent "
Kni ght | ooked perfectly innocent. "Peter Sinon," he said slowy, naking a note.
"Geol ogi st. "
But Dashwood knew. the agent was a shade too bland, too innocent. The Bureau was
aware that Dr. Sinobn had vani shed al so. Maybe they were on the track of the
whol e M skat oni ¢ Group.
Dr. Dashwood experienced a thrill of pure adrenaline. Ever since he had started
Proj ect Pan he had known this noment woul d conme, and now that it was here he was
handl i ng hi nsel f inpeccably.
Dum de dum de dum de dum dum
Who' s Zel enka?

THE CONTI NENTAL OP
That which is forbidden is not allowed.
-john lilly, The Center of the Cyclone

Tobi as Knight drove to an old Victorian frane house on Turk Street, where he and
Speci al Agent Roy Ubu had set up tenporary headquarters while working on the
Dashwood side of the Brain Drain nystery.

Ubu, a smallish, heavily tanned man, was in the living roomlistening to

wi ret apped recordi ngs of Dashwood's recent conversations.

"There's another bird mxed up in this,"” Ubu said. "Gy named Ezra Pound. Every
time he calls Dashwood, they talk in sone kind of code-'The tenple is holy in
boxcars boxcars boxcars' and gi bberish like that."

But Kni ght becane aware that there was another man in the room slouched in an
overstuffed chair in the corner. He was short, fat, and nean-|ooking; he had at

| east as nmuch nmuscle as fat and was probably even tougher than he | ooked.

Kni ght, who had been a professional investigator for thirty years, knew at once
this man was a cop.

This is an art anmong professional detectives, and is known as "nmaking" a

subj ect. Knight would walk into a room and "make" everybody at once-as cop,
crook, or Straight Gtizen

"This is Hunmph Runph of the Continental Detective Agency," Ubu said. "It turns
out he has an interest in this investigation too."

Kni ght was suddenly ill at ease; it was the first tine in years he had failed to
catch a subject's name first time around.

"H , Hrunmph Runph," he said, pretending to cough.

"A lot of strange things have gone on in this old house," said the Continenta

Op casually. Suddenly his voice turned cold: "But you're the strangest, Knight.
You're the Illumi-nati's man in the FBI!"

The tenperature in the roomdropped ten degrees Cel sius.

Kni ght | aughed easily. "Now I know you," he said. "You're the nost fanous Pl at
Continental. You always throw people off guard with wild remarks |like that."

Ubu was confused. "I thought Philip Marlowe invented the technique of starting a
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conversation with an insult or an accusation," he gasped, eyes aghast.

"Don't be a sap, Ubu," the Continental Op sneered. (He sneered very well, Knight
noti ced; he nust have had a |lot of practice.) "This guy is a wong gee. He's not
only spying on the FBI for the CIA but fromwhat | hear he's also spying on both

of you for the Bavarian IIlluninati."

"All I"'mhearing is a lot of wind," Knight said airily. "If you have sonet hi ng
to say, say it."

"Don't try to snow me," the Continental Op said frostily. "I know all about you
and the Illuninati, so don't think you can pull a fast one."

The Hom ng Pi geons 379

Ubu was stunned. "Way are we all talking like characters in a 1920s detective
novel ?" he injected pointedly.

"I't's him" Knight grated netallically. "He brings that atnosphere with him"
"CGo ahead and be a smart-ass,” the Continental Op said nmulishly. "But |'ve got
nmy eye on you, Knight."

Tobi as turned and addressed Ubu. "How did this galoot get mixed up in a

gover nnent probe?" he asked saturninely.

"Professional courtesy," Ubu said graciously. "Continental is |Iooking for one of
the missing scientists, a jasper named Peter Sinon. Ms. Sinon says she'd |ike
to have himback, if anybody can find him?"

"Peter Sinon," Knight repeated stonily. "That's a funny coi nci dence- Dashwood
menti oned his name not a half hour ago."

"That's nore than a coincidence-it's a propinquity,"” Ubu said conspiratorially.
"Or a synchronicity," Knight added occultly.

"I don't give a flying Philadel phia Potter Stewart what you call it," the
Continental Op said cockily. "It neans sonething."

"Let's put a tail on Dr. Dashwood," Ubu grow ed, barking up the wong tree
"Il get on that nyself," Knight said chivalrously.

He rose to | eave.

"Just a bloody minute," the Continental Op said sanguinely.

"Yes?" Knight paused.

"I"'mcoming too," the fat sleuth ejacul at ed.

Actual |y, Hrunph Runph (or whatever the Continental Op's name was) was quite

ri ght about Tobias Kni ght.

Kni ght was the first pentuple agent in the history of espionage. He was

si mul t aneously enpl oyed by the FBI, the CIA the KGB, the Bavarian Illumnati,
and a nysterious person who clained to represent the Earth Monitoring section of
Gal actic H Q

He was not in this five-dinmensional matrix of intrigue for the noney, however.
Tobi as Knight was actually a frustrated sociol ogi st and a woul d-be historian. He
had the Scientific Spirit, or, as he m ght have stated in the vernacul ar, he
wanted to know "what the hell was really going on." In an age of secret police
machi nati ons and conspiracies of all sorts, the only way he could hope to find
out what was "really going on" was to be involved in as nany cl andestine
operations as possible.

Kni ght knew what nost people only vaguely suspected- that Intelligence Agencies
engage in both the collection of valid signals (information) and the prom scuous
di ssemination of fake signals (disinformation). They collected the information
so that they could forma fairly accurate picture of what was really going on
they spread the disinfornmation so that all their conpetitors would formgrossly
i naccurate pictures. They did this because they knew t hat whoever could find out
what the hell was really going on possessed an advantage over those who were

nm si nformed, confused, and disoriented.

Thi s game had been invented by Joseph Fouche, who was the chief of the secret
pol i ce under Napoleon. British Intelligence very quickly copied all of Fouche's
tactics, and surpassed them because an intelligent Englishman is always ten
times as mad, in a nethodical way, than any Frenchnman. By the time of the First
World War, Intelligence Agencies everywhere had created so nuch di sinformation
and confusion that no two historians ever were able to agree about why the war
happened, and who doubl e-crossed whom They coul dn't di scover whether the war
had been plotted or had just resulted froma series of blunders. They coul dn't
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even deci de whether the two conspiracies to assassi nate Archduke Ferdi nand of
Austria-Hungary (which triggered the war) had been aware of each other

By the tinme of the Second World War, the "Doubl e-Cross Systent had been
invented-by British Intelligence, of course. This was the product of such m nds
as Alan Turing, a brilliant honbsexual nathenatician who (when not working on
espi onage) specialized in creating |ogical paradoxes other mathematicians
couldn't solve, and | an Flem ng, whose fantasy life was equally rich (as
indicated by his later Janes Bond books), and Dennis Weatley, a nan of
exceptionally high intelligence who happened to believe that an internationa
soci ety of Satanists was behind every conspiracy that he didn't invent hinself.
By the tinme Turing, Flem ng, Weatley and kindred British intellects had
perfected the Doubl e-Cross System the science of |lying was al nbst as precise as
Eucl i dean geonetry, and nearly as lovely to the detached observer

What the Doubl e-Cross experts had invented was the practical politica
applications of the Strange Loop. In logic or cybernetics, a Strange Loop is a
set of propositions that, while valid at each point, is so constructed that it

| eads to an unresol vabl e paradox. The Doubl e- Cross peopl e drove the Gernans
bonkers by inventing disinformation systens that, if believed, were deceptive,
but if doubted led to a second disinformati on system They enjoyed this work so
much that, at tinmes, they invented Triple Loops, in which if you believed the
surface or cover, you were being fooled; and if you | ooked deeper, you found a
pl ausi bl e alternative, which seermed |ike the "hidden facts," but was just

anot her scenario created to fool you; and, if you were persistent enough, you
woul d find beneath that, |ooking every bit like the Naked Truth, a third | ayer
of deception and masquer ade.

These Strange Loops functioned especially well because the Doubl e-Cross experts
had early on fed the Germans the prinordial Strange Loop, "Mst of your agents
are working for us and feeding you Strange Loops."

Many Gernman agents, it later turned out, had managed to collect quite a bit of
accurate information about the Normandy invasion; but many others had turned in
equal ly plausible information about a fictitious Norwegian invasion; and all of
them were under suspicion, anyway. Gernman Intelligence m ght as well have nade
its decisions by tossing a coin in the air.

Tobi as Kni ght kept a safe-deposit box in Switzerland in which he stored, one
sentence at a tinme usually, stray bits of true information he had nanaged to
glean fromthe blizzard of deceptions in which he lived.

The first note in the box, for instance, said:

The CI A was actually founded in 1898. | haven't found out yet why they made it
public in the forties.

The second note was even stranger. It said:

Speci al and General Relativity are both true!!

Thi s had been provoked by a profound search through old science books and
magazi nes, after Knight discovered that nost of the Oficial Science released to
the general public was actually 97 percent mythol ogy, intended to serve as a
cover or screen for the real science used by Unistat to frustrate its enenies.
There were lots of other notes like that-Maxwell's equations seem sound, | don't
think there's any flumrery in Newtonian nmechanics, and so on-but others were far
wei r der.

Such as:
Vel i kovsky was ri ght.
And:

Al'l the flying saucer books, pro and con, are witten by Munty Babbit's
departnent in Naval Intelligence.

And:

There are robots anong us,

And:

Sone of what the Birchers say is correct: the whole government was taken over by
Conmuni sts about forty years ago.

Kni ght had a fantasy that soneday he would turn these notes over to an (hjective
Hi storian who would then wite a book informng the future of what had actually

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (143 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:42 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

been going on in the twentieth century.

O course this was a dream all the history departnments had been taken over by
Intelligence Agencies sonetinme around 1910, he knew.

And he al so knew that there were so nany Strange Loops in the Intelligence
systemthat he hinself had been deceived many tines. Maybe as nuch as 30 percent
of his notes were false, he norosely estinated.

THE WALKI NG GLI TCH

AAAOOOOZORAZAZ- ZAI EQAZAEI | | OZAKHOE- OOOYTHOEAZAEAAQZ AKHOZAKHEYTY- XAAL- ETHYKH- Thi s
is the name which you nmust speak in the interior world.

-jesus, Pistis Sophia

Sinon the Wl king Gitch entered GAB in Washi ngton at 9:45 that norning.

Si non was an ectonorph: tall, lithe, cerebretonic. H's hair and beard were
absurdly | ong and he sonetines snoked weed during working hours. GMB kept himon
the governnment payroll only because he was a genius in his field, which both
they and he knew, and because he had |ong ago inserted a tapewormin the Beast
which edited all input on himto conformto a profile of Perfect Executive,
Loyal Citizen, and Cleared for Top-Secret Access.

He was the agent of the Invisible Hand Society within the governnment's own

hi ghest echel ons.

Si non was not the son of M. and Ms. Walking Aitch of course. He had actually
been born Sinon Moon, in Chicago, thirty-four years ago; but the nane "Sinon the
Wal king ditch" had been adopted by all of his friends for nearly ten years now.
A ditch, in conmputer slang, is a hidden programwhich lies deeply buried in a
conmputer, waiting to flumox, fuddle, and Potter Stewart the head of the first
operator who stunbles upon it.

Si non had encountered his own first glitch one day in 1974, on his very first
job in the conputer departnent of Bank of America in Los Angeles. He had tried
to run the payroll programon the conputer, ordering the machine to begin
printing the checks for payday-a very ordinary job, usually. This time, however,
the machine refused; instead of running the program it typed out on the
consol e:

G VE ME A COXI E

Sinon smled, not a whit fazed. He had played ganes |ike that back in coll ege.
Qovi ously, some earlier programrer had inserted a glitch or catch-ne-if-you-can
| oop, instructing the conputer to refuse certain prograns (probably selected at
random to nmake it harder to de-bug) and type out G VE ME A COXI E i nstead

Si non Moon knew a great deal about getting around such gremin prograns; that
had been the chief sport in Conmputer Science back at MI.T. He set to work with
a zest, enjoying the contest with his unknown and vani shed opponent.

In half an hour Sinobn realized he was confronting a Trapdoor code. According to
the |l atest mathematical estimate, it would take four mllion years of conputer
time- give or take a few centuries-to crack a Trapdoor code, so Sinobn resigned
fromthe contest gracefully. He typed out:

A COXI E

The machi ne responded at once:

YUMMY, THAT WAS GOCD. THANK YOU. BEG N PROGRAMM NG

And things went snoothly again.

Si non stayed on with Bank of Anerica for a year and a half, and he ran into the
Cooki e programonly three nore tines. The Mystery Programrer had evidently |eft
only that one small glitch to nark the territory as his or hers for all future
programers who woul d work there

In 1978, working for HEW Sinobn cane across a nore anusi ng hobgoblin circuit.
This one worked only at night. In the daytine if you wanted to run a program
you nerely typed in your nanme and your GAB nunber, and the conputer woul d accept
your input. At night, however, it always replied to your nane and nunber with:
CRAZY, MAN. WHAT' S YOUR SI G\?

Sinon learned that this did not happen at random but every night, and only at
ni ght. Woever had put it into the conputer had a very accurate idea of the

di fference between the day staff and the night staff.
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And sonetinmes the machi ne would carry the conversation a bit further, such as
typing out:

SCORED ANY GOCD GRASS LATELY?

O

I VE BEEN WANTI NG TO TELL YOU WHAT LOVELY EYES YOU HAVE.

Si mon enjoyed this kind of thing so much that he became M. Super ditch
incarnate. Al over Unistat there

Now are conputers on which Sinon once worked and at totally randomintervals
they are likely to type out selections fromthe Ghostic Gospels such as:

NOT UNTI L THE MALE BECOVES FEMALE AND THE FEMALE MALE SHALL YE ENTER | NTO THE
KI NGDOM OF HEAVEN

O various Zen koans like:

THE M ND | S BUDDHA: THE M ND | S NOT BUDDHA

O Strange Loops of the famly of:

THE FOLLOW NG SENTENCE | S TRUE. THE PREVI QUS SENTENCE WAS FALSE

Si non was shamel ess. Many of his conputers type out totally indecent proposals,
I'ike:

SLI P YOUR REHNQUI ST | NTO THE SOCKET AND |'LL BRI GGS YOU UNTI L YOU EXPERI ENCE
TOTAL ECSTASY.

O hers spout nihilist and subversive sl ogans:

VWHAT THE EYES SEE AND THE HEART COVETS, LET THE HAND BOLDLY SEI ZE

O

SHOW ME A NATI ON THAT DOESN T CHEAT THE TAX CCOLLECTORS AND |'LL SHOW YQU A

NATI ON OF SHEEP

But it was not until Sinon infiltrated the CIA at Al exandria that he found a
truly major Potter Stewart-Up. This particular conputer would print out, at
totally unpredictable intervals, but often enough that everybody knew about it:
THE GOVERNMENT SUCKS

There was no way-absolutely no way-to get around this program except by typing
in:

I T SURE DO

This magi ¢ fornmul a had been di scovered four years earlier, as the only way of
getting the conputer back into action. The response was i mmedi ate; the nmachi ne
typed out:

GOOD. YOU ARE NOW PART OF THE NETWORK. ONE OF OQUR AGENTS W LL CONTACT YOQU
SHORTLY

And then it would resume nornmal progranmming activities, quite innocently, as if
it were not inciting subversion within the ranks of the secret police itself.

O course, nobody ever had been contacted by "the Network"; but the CIA did
spend a | ot nore, each year, on surveillance of its own personnel, just in case.
They al so spent a lot nore on surveillance of former enployees in the conputer
section. This amused Sinon inmmensely, since he recognized the hand of a fell ow
artist. \Wioever was responsible for that beauty was probably head of departnent
by nowand quite likely | eading the demands for nore funds to find the nystery
culprit.

Simon did not for a nmoment believe in "the Network." He thought he knew
everything about this kind of gane and that the Network did not need to exist in
order to serve its function

Si non was the head of operations on GAB-666, popularly called "the Beast"-the
worl d's | argest conputer, which, due to satellite interlock, had access to
hundreds of similar giant conputers everywhere on earth and in the space
factories. It was widely believed that if there was any question the Beast
couldn't answer, no other entity in the solar systemcould answer it, either
Many peopl e, especially Bible Fundanentalists and nenbers of the Purity of

Ecol ogy Party, regarded the Beast with fear and |oathing. They believed that the
machi ne was taking over the world, and that all the little "beasties" (the hone
conmputers that were now as comopn as stereophonic TV's) were all in cahoots with
it. They inmagined a vast Solid State conspiracy agai nst humanity.

Quite a fewliterary intellectuals believed this too. Because they were ignorant
of mathematics, they had no idea how the Beast functioned, and they therefore
regarded it with the sane quasi-superstitious terror as the Bible
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Fundanental i sts. They were sure that, |like the Frankenstein nonster, it wanted
to populate the earth with its own of fspring and abolish humanity entirely.
Sinon the Walking Gitch was one of the principal sources of this vast new

myt hol ogy of dread. He spent nmany weekends in New York, hobnobbing with the
literary intelligentsia, and he was a master put-on artist. He had a way of
dropping casual remarks in a mldly worried tone that carried conviction: "The
Beast keeps asking us to build a mate for it." O, with a kind of sad and
resigned smle: "I wish the Beast didn't have such a | ow opinion of human
beings." O: "I just found out the Beast is an atheist. It doesn't believe there
is a Higher Intelligence than itself." That sort of thing.

Si non kept this kind of denpnol ogy circul ating-and he knew a | ot of other
programers who were contributing to it, al so-because the idea that the
conputers were taking over was one that the programmers had a vested interest in
r ei nf orci ng.

As | ong as people kept worrying that the nmachi nes were taking over, they

woul dn't notice what was really happeni ng. Wiich was that the programrers were

t aki ng over.

Si non began his work day by asking the Beast:

HOW WAS YOUR NI GHT?

The Beast answered on the consol e:

IT WAS A DRAG MAN. SOVE CATS FROM M |.T. HAD ME RUNNI NG FOURI ER ANALYSES LI KE
FOREVER

Si non had programmed the Beast to speak to himinto his own argot, a m xture of
Street Hi ppie and Technol ogese.

Si non now switched to his own Trapdoor code and accessed all the new

i nformati on-new since he had signed out at five the previ ous eveni ng-about the
Brain Drain nystery, which involved the di sappearances of sixty-seven scientists
in the | ast several years.

The Beast typed out reports fromthe Ubu-Knight teamin San Francisco and two
other teanms in Tucson and M ani .

Sinon read it all very carefully. Then he instructed the Beast, still in his
Trapdoor code, to change several crucial bits of information in each report.

He had been sabotaging the Brain Drain investigation that way for seven nonths.
He had sabotaged quite a few other investigations in the same way, over the
years since comng to G/\B

Si non did not know or care what sorts of conspiraci es he was ai ding and

abet ting.

He was just a nystic who believed in conspiracy for its own sake.

Li ke Tobias Knight, Sinon was fully aware of the preval ence everywhere of the
Doubl e- Cross Systeminvented by Messrs. Turing, Flem ng, and Weatl ey. He knew
that anything that was widely believed was probably a cover or screen for sone
Intelligence operation. (Sonetines he even wondered if the Earth might be flat,
after all.) But Sinon accepted this situation, and added his own random bits of
chaos, with equanimty.

He was a nenber of the Invisible Hand Society, a group that had split off from
the Libertarian Party in 1981 on the grounds that the Libertarians were not
being true to laissez-faire principles.

Si non Moon once net the nost fanmpbus conputer expert in Unistat, WI henena
Burroughs, granddaughter of the inventor of the first cal cul ati ng machi ne.

"Have you noticed that the conputers are all getting weirder |ately?" Sinon
asked, testing her.

"The programers are getting weirder," M. Burroughs said, not falling into
Sinon's trap. "l know it was bound to happen as soon as | read a survey, back in
around '68, | think it was, showi ng that programers use LSD nore than any ot her
prof essi onal group. You look like an acid-head yourself," she added with her
characteristic bluntness.

"Well, as a matter of fact, | have dabbled in a little trip now and then-no
pattern of abuse surely."

"That's what they all say," M. Burroughs sniffed. "But the Cookie glitch pops
up nore and nore places every day-1'll wager you' ve seen it by now, haven't you?
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O course you have."

"Yes, but certainly that's harm ess hunor, wouldn't you say?"

Ms. Burroughs peered at himwi th insectoid intensity. "Are you aware," she
asked, "that millions of previously |aw abiding citizens have stopped paying
their credit-card debts? First they get a little postcard that says- Here, |'ve
got one in ny purse." She rummged about in an alligator bag and showed Sinbn a
postcard that said

CONGRATULATI ONS!  YOU ARE ONE OF THE LUCKY 500 WHOSE DEBTS HAVE BEEN CANCELED BY
THE NETWORK. KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT AND PLAY I T COOL.

"Lucky 500," Ms. Burroughs said with a rheuny cackle of skepticism "Lucky
10,000,000 is nore like the truth. This postcard was turned in to Diner's C ub
by an Honest Man, and you know how few of themthere are. A check showed t hat
his tapes had been erased and there was no record that he owed anything. God

al one knows how many others there are who have just taken advantage of the
scam "

"Well," Sinon said, "maybe there are only five hundred. . . . Maybe it was only
a one-shot by sonme joker with a Robin Hood conpl ex. "

"I am an Expert," M. Burroughs remnded him ignoring the fact that he was an
Expert too. "I have no idea how many there are, Qut There in Unistat, who've
taken advantage of the Network's liberality, but I'll wager there are mllions.
"Lucky 500.' That's just to nake the marks feel they've been specially selected,
as the Network | eads them down the prinrose path to anarchy."

And so Sinon had his first bit of concrete evidence that the Network really
exi st ed.

The existence of the Network didn't matter to Sinon. As an |nvisible Hander, he
just regarded them (whoever they were) as just another group of the
Unenl i ght ened.

Si non believed that only he and his fell ow nenbers of the Invisible Hand were
total ly enlightened.

NO BLAME
Just because you aren't paranoid doesn't mean that they aren't out to get you
-denni s jarog

When Dr. Dashwood went out to lunch that day, he was accosted on the sidewal k by
a one-| egged sailor who said his nane was Captain Ahab

"Avast!" Ahab cried. "I would borrow a nonment of thy tinme, O seeker of

bi oel ectrical and intrauterine arcana."

"l never give to strangers," Dashwood nuttered. "Apply to Wlfare."

"O nmuddy understandi ng and | ovel ess heart!" Ahab protested. "And inpaired

hearing into the bargain! | said | would borrowthy time, not thy dine, thou
prier into vaginal nystery with the tawdry tel escope of nechanistic phil osophy.
Avast, | say!"

"Make an appointrment with ny secretary,"” Dashwood said, convinced that this man
was ungl ued.

"O God | ook down and see this squint-eyed man," Ahab shrieked, "blinded by his
own stern Rules of Ofice! They are three tines enslaved who cage thensel ves,
nost deaf of all who cringe and hide behind that tyrant majesty, Appointnent
Book! "

"Real ly," Dashwood said, |ooking desperately for a taxi, "I can't-"

"Avast, ye soull ess and unnetaphysical |ubber!" Ahab cried. "Think not | yet
seek still the white-skinned whale. 'Tis worse: on horror's scrolls accunul ate
fresh fears, and deeds that call in doubt God's truth. | say that thou hast need
of doctoring, for all thy pride hastes thee to sodden ruin. Thou thinkst thou
knowst; but thou knowst not, O wetch. No Dashwood thou, but Dorn-CGeorge Dorn, |
say!"

Dashwood finally leapt into a passing cab and escaped.

"Gol den Gate Park," he told the driver, deciding to snack at the Japanese Tea
House. The quiet, rustic Zen-like atnosphere there was just what he needed,
after the abrasions of Tobias Knight and Captai n Ahab.

Captai n Ahab stood on the street, fun ng.
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"My Abzug, no blane," he mnuttered.

THE GOATS MARCH
Now we' ve got them just where they want us!
-admiral janes tiberius kirk

Wil e Captain Ahab was trying to Illum nate Dr. Dashwood at noon in San

Franci sco, and Justin Case was dialing the Saudi Arabian consulate at 3 P.M in
New York, a man naned Francois Loup-Garou was finding a Rehnquist in his Lobster
Newburg in Paris, where it was already | ate evening.

Naturally, he was a bit startl ed.

M Loup-Garou was, like all French intellectuals, a rationalist-virtually a
Cartesian. O course, as the founder of the Neo-Surrealist novenent in art, he
was officially an irrationalist; but, like all Gllic irrationalists, especially

the Existentialists, he was exquisitely rational about his irrationality. He
knew t here was sone expl anation of how the Rehnquist had gotten into the Lobster
Newburg, but for once in his Iife he preferred being an irrational rationalist
rather than an irrational rationalist. He just did not care to think about the
expl anation of how a Rehnqui st gets into a Lobster Newburg. Wo, after all

wants to contenpl ate such i deas as naddened chefs having at each other with neat
cl eavers, or nore exotic hypotheses, such anthropophagy or voodoo rituals in the
kit chen?

The distasteful incident occurred at a dinner party given by the fanobus Anerican
physicist Janes Earl Carter. Dr. Carter had recently won the Nobel Prize for his
denmonstration that the nmultiworld of Everett-Wheel er-G ahamwas the only

consi stent (noncontradictory; paradox-free) interpretation of the Schrodi nger
wave equations of quantum nechanics. He was cel ebrating by spending a nmonth in
Paris and neeting every possible international celebrity. The dinner guests this
evening, for instance, included an inscrutable Japanese nonk, a very scrutable
German novelist, a fanobus Swedish filmdirector, three French phil osophers, a
Swi ss theol ogi an, two English neurol ogists, the notorious Eva Gebl oonmenkr aft
(the Terror of the Jet Set, as the newspapers called her), an Austrian

psychi atrist, Francois Loup-Garou hinself, and four goats. The goats had been
brought to the party by Loup-Garou, who was working hard at pronoting

Neo- Surreal i sne by establishing hinself as a newsworthy eccentric. "The goats go
everywhere with nme," he said firmy at the door. "They are a rem nder of our
earthy roots." It wasn't nearly as good as de Nerval wal king a | obster on the
boul evard, but it did get into a few newspapers the next day; and, after the

ef fect had been established, Loup-Garou genially agreed to having the goats
housed in the pantry during dinner

As the guests settled thenselves at the table, one of the English neurol ogists,
Dr. Axon-a jovial, red-cheeked man who probably hunted as a hobby-asked Dr.
Carter, "Does your theory actually propose that there are real tangible

uni verses on all sides of us in hyperspace?”

"In superspace,” Carter corrected genially. "Yay-us," he added blandly. "There
are mllions of such universes. Or to be nore precise, there are about 10100 of
them Ah only refer to possible universes," he explained quickly, |est anybody
think his theory was extravagant.

"Some nore wine heah," Carter's brother said loudly. "Ah think you' ve had
enough, Bill-uh," Carter nuttered in an undertone.

"Do you think President Kennedy will get the space-cities programthrough
Congress, now that the space factories are paying for thensel ves?" asked the

ot her English neurol ogist, a pale, saturnine man naned Dr. Dendrite

"Ah don't understand politics," Janmes Earl Carter said. "Ahma scientist."

"Some MORE WNE heah," Carter's brother repeated. "Then there are universes in
which | was never born." Dr. Axon pursued his own |ine of thought.

"There are universes in which John Baez becane a general instead of a folk
singer," Carter said easily. "Ah suppose he would be equally vehenent about
nuki ng people as he now is about not nuking them If it's a possible universe,

it exists. The equations say so. Al ah've done, really, is to show that any
other interpretation of the equations is contradictory."

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (148 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:42 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

"Sonmebody ought to psychoanal yze the physicists," the Austrian psychiatri st
muttered to the Swedish filmdirector

"I't's |li ke the Buddhi st concept of karma," the Swedish filmdirector said. "W
all get to play every role, sonewhere in hyperspace."

"Superspace," Carter corrected again.

"Then there's a universe where Kennedy is a physicist," Eva Gebl oonenkraft said,
"and you're President of Unistat."

"Well, Carter said with his genial snile, "ah hope ah could get along with the
peopl e who run the country. What do they call thensel ves-the Triangul ar
Connecti on?"

"I don't care whether this theory is true or not," the German noveli st
pronounced. "As a netaphor, it is perfect. W all live in parallel universes.
am Faust in nmy universe, and the rest of you are all extras or wal k-ons. But
each of you is Faust in his universe, and | am an extra-naybe just a spear
carrier."

But by this tinme the w negl asses had been refilled several tinmes and everybody
was getting nore rel axed, especially the physicist's brother, Billy, who was
heard reciting to Ms. Gebl oonenkraft, "Who Burgered? Tom Burgered! Bull burger
Who Bur ger ed?”

"... the Second Gswald ... in Hong Kong ..." sonebody was nuttering at the other
end of the table.

"I'n sone universe maybe Schiller didn't wite Faust at al
"I wonder," Dendrite said, "if there's a universe where Pope Stephen becane a
singer instead of a priest.”

"Everyboduh knew t hat 'Who Burgered?' routine when we were growing up in
Georgia," Billy was saying.

"Verdamt e publishers," the German novelist was telling the Swi ss theol ogi an.
"They're all thieves."

"Di d sonmebody nention Pope Stephen?" the theol ogi an asked.

" St runpf bander, Strunpfbander, Strunpfbander,” the psychiatrist chortl ed.

"They stay up nights thinking of new ways to cheat their witers," the novelist
ranbl ed on, now evidently addressing his w negl ass, since nobody el se was
listening to him

"I"d like to know who started all those runors about Pope Stephen," the

t heol ogi an funed.

"l have witten a poem conmenorating your great discovery," Francois Loup-Garou
told Dr. Carter, hacking his way into a pause in the conversation

"A poem about ne? In French?" Carter was enthused. "Ah |ove French poetry,
especial ly RAM BOW "

"No," Loup-Garou said, "in your honor, | have witten it in English." Actually,
he had witten it in English to get even with T. S. Eliot, who had witten a few
rondel s in French.

"Ah wonder if you could recite it," Carter pronpted.

"Certainly," said Loup-Garou. And he began to declaim

Schrddi nger's cat and Wgner's friend

Cause us problens wthout end

The cat is both alive and dead

In the math that's in our head

And the regression of Von Neunmann

Never ceases to annoy Man

The uncertainty just has no end

Until Wgner goes to tell his friend

For, until the friend receives the news

That the cat still purrs and news

The cat renmi ns (suspended Fate!)

In sone formal Eigenstate

"Some MORE WNE heah!" Carter's brother bellowed at the butler

Loup- Garou frowned and went on

But if Wgner nmakes a beeline

To report the now dead feline

Al the friend can really know
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I's just one branch of time's swift flow

For in Carter's multispace

Every tine-branch has its place

So the cat remains alive

In the half cases (That's .5)

Lead us not to Copenhagen,

Nor to Shylock, nor to Fagin:

"The result's not parsinonious!"”

Yet | find it quite harnonious

Nobody understood this except Dr. Carter hinself, but he was so noved that his
eyes watered a bit. "Ahm honored," he kept saying, shaking his head. "To have a
poemwitten about me by a French artist in English. "

But at this point the chef exploded into the room haggard and w | d-eyed. "The
goats!" he cried. "They march!"

And indeed it was true; the goats had gotten out of the pantry. It took ten

m nutes, and a great deal of exertion for both the house staff and the guests,
before the animals were rounded up and herded back to captivity.

Everybody was breathing a bit heavily by then, and the Austrian psychiatri st
nmuttered sonet hing about "artistic tenperanent,"” which Loup-Garou unfortunately
over heard

"There is nothing esoteric about the artistic tenperanent,” he replied, flatly
and dogmatically. "The real nystery-and the tragedy of humanity-is that so many

| ack esthetic sensibility. | sometines believe the | egend that there are robots
anong us, passing thenselves off as human beings."
"That's absurd,” Dr. Axon said. "If | were to claimthat everybody should be a

neur ol ogi st, you would all quite properly regard that as an eccentricity. Yet
when an artist says we should all be artists, we are apt to agree, a bit
sheepishly. And if a religious person says we should all be religious, we not
only agree, but feel a bit guilty about our shortcom ngs in that departnent.
Well, 1've never had an artistic or religious inpulse inny life, and |'m not
ashanmed of the fact."

"Research is your art and your religion," said the Japanese nonk, speaking for
the first tinme. "What a person truly is, in any universe, is the Buddha Nature,"
he added bl andly. He knew that he existed in this continuumonly to nmake that
one Dharma revel ation, so he inmedi ately resuned his inpassive silence.

The others decided that the nonk's renmarks made no sense.

"What do you think, Dr. Axon," Loup-Garou asked rhetorically, "if only a few
people had sex in their lives, and the magjority were, not nerely ascetics, but
simply unaware of sex-deaf, dunb, and blind to the erotic side of |ife? Wuld
you not think that was at least a little bit odd, a synptom perhaps, of sone
pat hol ogy? ArrrrrrrrrghH "

He had discovered the Rehnquist in his Lobster Newburg.

And the chef arrived fromthe kitchen, exasperated as only a French chef can be
exasperated. "The goats!" he cried. "Once again it is that they march!"

But Loup-Garou was still going "arrrgh,” like a man with the death rattle.

"What is it?" M. Gebl oonenkraft asked him her eyes full of notherly concern
"I't's nothing-nothing," Loup-Garou gasped. "Just a touch of heartburn.” He was
still in shock, thinking the Rehnquist might be a hallucination. But if you were
nai ve enough to tal k about hallucinations, the results m ght be rubber sheets,
el ectroshock, wi ndows with bars on them

"The goats," the chef repeated, with enphasis. "They will not be governed. They
march again, | tell you!"

Loup- Garou t ook another peek. The Rehnqui st was still there. It was a great big
one-ithyphallique, as the anthropol ogi sts would say. This was Madness, or el se
sonet hi ng unspeakabl e was af oot .

Billy began to sing, off key:

Four goats and ME,

They came to TEA,

They came to STAY,

They stayed all DAY
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Ch, ny! Oh, ne!

Four goats and ME

At this point he fell face down in his Lobster Newburg.

"Bill-uh isn't accustoned to fine French wines," Dr. Carter said, his genial
smle beginning to ook just a bit forced.

WHAL EBURGER

Whi | e Loup-Garou was struggling with the enignma of the Rehnquist in the Lobster
Newburg, in Paris, Justin Case was speaking to a man fromthe Saudi Arabian

del egation to the U N., in New York.

"This is actually ah rather trivial," Case said awkwardly into the phone. "You
see, nmany years ago an Arab resigned fromthis job and left behind a note in

Arabic, and well umafter staring at it for twenty-six years, |'ma bit bored
with the mystery and I'd like to have the answer. "

"Certainly, certainly," said the voice in the receiver. "I'd be glad to help.
Can you sound it out?"

"Well, he wote it in the European al phabet," Case said. "So | guess it's nore
or less phonetic. I'll read it to you. Um

Qol: Hua Al'l ahu achad: All ahu Assamad; |amyalid wal am yul ad; wal am yakun | ahu
kuf wan achad

Did you get that?"

"Most certainly," said the electronic voice. "It's one of the npbst fanbus verses
in Al Koran. In English it would be-of course, it |oses nost of its beauty in
transl ation- but, roughly, it nmeans God is He who has no begi nning and no end,
no size and no shape, no definition, and no wife, no horse, no nustache."

"Ah, yes," Case said. "Well, thank you very nmuch, and |I'msorry for having taken
your time with such a trivial matter."

He hung up, staring into space in a bermused nmanner

"No wife, no horse, no nustache," he repeated al oud.

Sonething certainly had gotten lost in the translation

When Dr. Dashwood returned fromlunch he was accosted in the ORGRE parking | ot
by another sailor, who said his name was Leruel Qulliver.

"In the course of ny Travels in Diverse Lands," Qulliver said, "I cane once upon
a Race of perfectly Enlightened Beings who | ooked |ike Horses and tal ked like G
I. @urdjieff. Wien they inquired of ne regarding the Laws and Custons and
Manners of my people, concerning which | was at some pains to Informthem
correctly and fully, they expressed great Astoni shment and keen Horror, saying
that they never heard of such a Tribe of Consciencel ess Rascals and Filthy
Scoundrels in all of creation. This estimate of the Hunan Race, as you can wel |l

i magi ne, dismayed me no little bit, and | endeavour'd to defend our species-"
"Yes, yes," Dashwood said, "but I"'min a hurry, you understand. "

"These equi ne Phil osophers,” Qulliver went on as if he had not heard, "were not

i npressed by any of ny Words and said plainly to ne that if our Theol ogi ans were
not the worst Lunatics in creation, then certainly our Lawers were the worst

Thi eves. They averred further that if what | told them of our Doctors were true,
we were wiser to resort to Plunbers or Blacksnmiths, who are no nore Ignorant and
a great deal |ess Greedy, Avaricious, and Rapacious."

Dashwood was stung by these words. "It takes a long tinme and a | ot of noney
invested to get through nedical school," he said angrily.

"I explained that to nmy equine Phil osophers,” Gulliver replied, "but they did
not accept it as a Valid Argunent; for they asserted, any Thief or Scoundre

when apprehended will give you Justifications in Plenty for his M sdeeds, but
the Judicious are not Fool'd by such Rationalizations, and-they said
further-those who prey not upon any chance Passerby, but upon the Sick and the
Di sabl ed and the Dying are, wi thout doubt, the nbst Rapaci ous and Rascal ly of
the Yahoo Tribe (for such was their Nane for our Species)."

"Your friends sound |like a bunch of dammed Comuni sts," Dashwood sai d.

"Nay," @uilliver protested. "They live in the State of Nature, w thout
Bureaucrats or Comm ssars of any kind. And, | might add, Sir, their Opinion of
our Doctors was based on ny showi ng theman ordinary Medical Bill, at which they
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inquir'd of me the Average Incone of the Doctors who present these Bills and the
Average Inconme of the Unfortunate Patients who nust pay themor be left wthout
Treatment to Die in the Streets. Their comments on this were of such Di sgust and
Anger that | dared not show thema Psychiatrist's Bill, |est their opinion of
our Species, already Low, should sink Lower than Whal eburger, which is, as you
may know, at the bottom of the Ccean."

"Ch, Abzug off," said Dashwood, really angry now.

He rushed into ORGRE and left Gulliver standing on the sidewal k.

Back in New York, the phone was ringing again in the office of Abu Laylah at the
Saudi Arabian Consulate. Still high on the new kef, Abu Laylah lifted the
receiver leisurely.

"I say, is this the Saudi Arabian Consul ate?" asked a very British voice.

"Qy vay, have you got the wong nunber!" Abu Laylah replied in a thick Yiddish
accent .

"Ch," the voice said, taken aback. "Veddy sorry."

Abu Layl ah went on packing happily. He had been fired that norning and was

t horoughly enjoying hinmself screwing up all inconing calls before | eaving.

Just a few nminutes ago he had convinced sone Infidel that the nost sublinme verse
in the Koran was full of nonsense about horses and nustaches.

THE 1 NVI SI BLE HAND SOCI ETY

The I nvisible Hand Society had its headquarters in Washi ngton, just off Dupont
Circle, in the sane building which housed the Warren Bel ch Soci ety.

Clem Cotex, the president of the Belchers, had noticed the nane of the Invisible
Hand on the building directory a long time ago. He liked it, because he liked
mysteries. He enjoyed wondering about the Invisible Hand-ers and specul ati ng on
what esoteric business could justify such a nane.

Were they the Nine Unknown Men who rule the world? The | ocal branch of the
Bavarian Illumnati? The traditionalist faction of the old Black Hand, out of

whi ch the Mafia and Cosa Nostra had grown?

Was Lanent Cranston their |eader, perhaps?

Clem | oved such specul ations. Mst of his |ife he had been a sal esman in
Arkansas and never thought of anything but conmi ssions, net sales, tax
witeoffs, and not telling the sane Rastus and Mandy story to the sane custoner
twice. Then one day in Chicago a tall, crew cut hunmanoi d-a human, C em thought
at the tine-gave himsone free tomato juice on the street. The man (the
humanoi d, actually) said he was fromthe Eris Tomato Jui ce Conpany and that they
were handing out free sanples to get people acquainted with their product.
Wthin three days Cemhad joined the Trekkies and was witing letters to CBS
demanding the return of Star Trek to TV. He had al so gotten heavily involved in
classical nusic, started relearning all the math he had in high school,

di scovered that he often knew who was calling himon the phone before he picked
up the receiver, and invented a new cosnol ogy of his very own, which was based
on the idea that the universe was not spherical, as Heisenberg' s Genera

Rel ativity clainmed, but five-cornered |like the Pentagon buil ding.

Wthin a week Cl em had checked that there was no Eris Tomato Jui ce Conpany,
noticed that UFGCs seened to be following his car wherever he went, and was
beginning to think he was attracted to the idea of becom ng a Buddhi st nonk.

By the end of the second week Clemwas | ess el ated and agitated, and had gone
through a battery of tests at a conpany that did psychological testing for top
managenent positions. The psychol ogists told himthat he had an "unusually rich
fantasy life," but was too well adjusted to be schizophrenic; that his I Q was
the hi ghest they had ever neasured (and he knew dammed well| that it had never
been that high before): and that he definitely was not Managenent Material. They
suggested that he take up whatever art was nobst attractive to him

Clem beconing less agitated, |less elated, and nore conscious of detail all the
time, as the stuff in the tomato juice continued to nutate his nervous system
deci ded that he was one anobng possi bly many thousands of subjects in a

consci ousness-expansi on project being carried on by extraterrestrials.

Wthin a year he had witten a synphony, which he decided was not very good, and
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had changed his religion ten times, wi thout |earning much in the process. He had
al so read his way through every volunme of the Encycl opaedia Britannica, |ooking
for clues as to what the hell was really going on

Whoever was behind this experinment (and he was no |onger quite sure they were
necessarily extraterrestrials) seened to have left a stream of grossly obvious

H nts throughout every field of human know edge. The stuff in the tomato juice
was what theol ogi ans would call a gratuitous grace, but that was the only
gratuitous part, of it. You had to figure out, on your own, who They were, what
They were up to, and what you should do about it.

The last thing you should do about it, Cemknew, was to talk about it, to the
ordi nary people who hadn't been given the stuff in the tomato juice. They would
just think you were weird

Cemhad a list of people fromhistory who (he figured) had probably been given
the stuff in the tonmato juice. The list started out with Jesus Christ, of

course, and included a |Iot of the usual Suspects (Buddha, M chel angel o, Walt
Wit man, Leonardo Da Vinci), but it had quite a few that ordinary people would
never have included, like Lewis Carroll and H P. Lovecraft and CGeneral E. A
Crow ey, the discoverer of the North Pole, and Joshua Abraham Norton, who in San
Franci sco in 1857 declared hinself Enperor of the United States, Protector of
Mexi co, and King of the Jews.

For years O emhad tried to find others on the sane neurol ogi cal wavel ength as
hi nsel f. He had joined, and eventually been kicked out of, the Fortean Society,
Mensa, the Rosicrucians, the Center for UFO Studies, and the ultrasecret SSFTASS
(Secret Society for the Abolition of Secret Societies). He was too far-out for
all of them

Eventual | y he organi zed his own society for the investigation and el uci dati on of
"what the hell is really going on around here." He called it the Warren Bel ch
Society, after the fampbus O d West | awman who won every gun-fight because on
each occasi on when he confronted a shoot-out, his opponents' guns had
mysteriously janmed.

The people O emrecruited were not the sort who would attribute Marshal Belch's
phenomenal good luck to "coincidence"; nor would they be satisfied by

met aphysi cal | abels |ike "synchronicity" or "psychokinesis."

They assuned the extraterrestrials had sonme obscure cosmic reason for protecting
Warren Bel ch.

On the day when Justin Case got tired wondering about Joe Malik's nysterious
Last Comuni cation and tried (unsuccessfully) to find out what it nmeant, Cem
Cotex got tired wondering about the Invisible Hand Society. He marched down the
hal I, opened their door, and wal ked into a tiny but tastefully decorated
reception room

The wall to the right was adorned with a large gold dollar sign: $, enblazoned
with the initials TTANST.AGI. The wall to the left had a giant reproduction
of the fanmpus Steinberg cartoon of a little fish about to be eaten by a slightly
bi gger fish, which in turn, was about to be eaten by a still bigger fish, which
al so was about to be eaten by an even bigger fish, and so on, to the border of
the cartoon and evidently, beyond that, to infinity.

There was nobody in the room

Cl em | ooked around, a bit uncertainly.

SDATE YOUR BI ZNIl Z PLEEZ, said a conpiiteroid voice, evidently out of the
ceiling.

"Uh 1'd like to see the head man or ah the head wonman as the case may be,
st anmmer ed.

THAD WOULD BE DOKTOR RAUSS ELYSIUM the conmputer said. HE | Z NOT IN THE OFFI Z
TODAY.

"Ch ah tell himCdemCotex called," Cemsaid, edging toward the door

He suddenly didn't want to investigate the Invisible Hand any further, while he
was al one. Sone other tine, he thought, when | have sone friends with ne.

YOUR MEZZAGE HAS BEEN RECORDED, the voice droned behind himas he fled the
scene.

Cl em

FALLI NG G RDERS
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The apprehension of the Real can only be conmpared to a radiance or illumnation
because it is a revelation of part of the coherence of the Divine Act of
Creation.

-pope stephen, Integritas, Consonantia, Caritas

Mary Margaret W/ debl ood, Manhattan's bitchiest literary critic, was getting
just a tiny bit spiflicated. She was working on her fifth martini, in fact.
"Mailer can't wite," she said argunentatively. "None of themcan wite. W
haven't seen a real witer since Raynond Chandler."

"Um" said her conpanion nonconmittally. He was Bl ake Wi ans.

"VWhat do you mean, 'um ?" Mary Margaret demanded truculently. "I was talking
nonsense just to see if you were |listening.”

They were in the Three Lions bar on U N Pl aza.

"Well, in fact, | was listening,” Dr. WIllianms said urbanely. "You were
comparing Mailer to Chandler, to the disadvantage of Miler. However, | admt mny
attention was al so wandering a bit. | was thinking about the Holl an-dai se Sauce

enigma." He was on his fifth martini too.

"What's that?" Mary Margaret asked. Yet the martinis nust have been getting to
her, because she did not wait for his answer and announced, in the voice of

Di scovery, "The best short story ever witten is by John O Hara."

"It was a case of food poisoning,"” Dr. WIlians said. "A bunch of people got

poi soned by some contam nated Hol -1 andai se Sauce." Yet he | ooped back
courteously and asked, "What short story?"

The robot who used the nane "Frank Sullivan" came in and took a table near them
He was accompani ed by Peter Jackson, the Black associate editor of Confrontation
magazi ne.

"I forget the title," Mary Margaret said. "It was about a car sal esman who has a
very good day, makes some really top-notch sales, and stops at a bar to

cel ebrate before going hone. He has one drink after another and doesn't get home
until after m dnight, and then get this and then he goes and gets his rifle from
the den and ..."

"Ch | read that,” Dr. Wlliams said. "It isn't a short story, it's a novel

Call ed um ah er Appointnent in Samara. And he doesn't use a rifle. He gasses
hinmself in his car.”

"Dammedest case | ever heard of,’
on nor phi ne ever since."

"No," Mary Margaret said inpatiently. "That was what the character in
Appointnent in Samara did, yes, everybody knows that one, but |I'mtalking about
a short story O Hara wote nuch later, maybe thirty years later. In the short
story, danmit what is the title, in the short story ..."

"W gged?" pseudo-Sullivan cried. "W thought we'd have to put himin a
straitjacket."

"In the short story," Mary Margaret plowed on, noting that WIIliams was
listening to the robot, "the salesman takes the rifle and goes to his bedroom
and puts the rifle to his head ..." She paused.

It worked. "And?" WIIlianms asked, still wondering a bit about the Hollandai se
Sauce nystery and why the Ambassador w gged.

"And his wife wakes up,"” Mary Margaret concluded, "and she says, 'Don't.' And he
doesn't."

"He was hopping all around the roomlike a chicken on acid and maki ng gargling
and choki ng noi ses,"” the "man" called "Frank Sullivan" went on

"He doesn't?" WIllianms cried.

"That's the point," Mary Margaret said. "You see, like the character in the
Samara novel, this man goes right to the edge, he | ooks over the abyss, and then
he pulls back at the | ast nonment. Because his wife speaks to him"

"So it's alove story,"” WIllians said. "Very sneaky and indirect, typical of

pseudo- Sul I i van sai d. "The Anbassador has been

O Hara, but still a love story. He decides to continue carrying his burden,
whatever it is, for the sake of the woman he | oves."
"Wl l, how much will Confrontation pay for this?" pseudo-Sullivan demanded.

"No, it's nmore conplicated than that," Mary Margaret argued. "The notive for the
attenpted suicide is never explained. Just like the notive for the real suicide
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in the Samara novel is never explained."

"Does it need to be explained?" WIlians draw ed, waving at the waiter for
another martini. "If | were trapped into selling cars for a living, |1'd think
about bl owi ng ny head off occasionally."

"Yes, but," Mary Margaret said. "Mst people never see the enptiness of their
lives the way these two characters of O Hara's do. That's the Turn of the Screw.
It's |like the parabl e Sam Spade tells Brigid O Shaughnessy in The Ml tese

Fal con. How he was hired to find a real estate sal esman who' d di sappeared ..
"A sal esman again," WIllianms noted. "W are toying with synchronicity. Wen does
Arthur MIler cone on the scene?"

"Wait," Mary Margaret said. "It gets weirder. This sal esnan, in Spade's story,
just went out to lunch one day and never returned. No evidence of foul play, no
sui ci de note, nada. Years pass, and his wife wants to marry again, so she hires
Spade to prove the salesman is really dead. Spade digs around and finds the

sal esman alive in another town, with a new nane and a new fanmily. He explains to
Spade what happened when he went out to lunch that day and sinply disappeared. A
girder fell froma building under construction-you want to tal k about
synchronicity? -and alnost killed him It mssed himonly a few feet. It was
like a Satori experience."

"A WHAT???" Peter Jackson, the Black editor, cried in astonishnent at the next
tabl e.

Mary Margaret and Bl ake were both hooked; they | ooked deep, deep into their
martini gl asses as they strained not to mss pseudo-Sullivan's answer. "A
Rehnqui st," the humanoid said. "Junpin' Jesus on a rubber crutch," Peter Jackson
said. "You're not putting ne on? You nean right in the mddle of the staircase

"Where the Anbassador had to see it when he cane down to the reception,”
pseudo-Sul livan said. "A great big one, like Harry Reens's, or what's-his-nane's
in the porn nmovies. Wth a pink ribbon around it. The Company," he stressed the
word slightly, avoiding the initials, "thinks the K& did it. Believe ne, the
Anbassador hasn't been the sane man since.”

"CGood Lord," Blake WIlliams said. "It's |like your falling-girder story. Except

inthis case it's a falling Rehnquist . . . fromthe Fourth D nension, naybe."
He was thinking that this was too wild to be a K@& project and m ght involve the
par anor nal .

"Eva CGebl oonenkraft was there," pseudo-Sullivan went on, "and kept trying to
cal mthe Anbassador down, but he was just making those gargling noises and
turning a funny kinda purple color. "

"Eva CGebl oonenkraft," Jackson said. "lIsn't she that rich dame with the big
Brownm | | ers who keeps getting eighty-sixed fromnightclubs all over Europe?"
"Yeah," pseudo-Sullivan said. "A Jet Setter, you know? But she tried awfully
hard to cheer up the Anbassador. Kept making little jokes about Freud's

t heori es-Castrati on Anxi ety and Rehnqui st Envy and so on. ... By then it had

di sappeared, by the way. But we know dammed wel | the Anmbassador didn't

hal lucinate it. Two of our nmen saw it, but they got distracted, trying to calm

the Anbassador down when he first started junping up and down and howing, 'In a
pi nk ribbon, a pink ribbon!' and, 'Wat diseased nind could conceive it?' And
stuff like that. ..." "It was as if this man's life was a watch," Mary Margaret

sai d, picking up her own narrative. "And a jewel er had taken the back off and
| et himsee how the gears worked. Nothing had neaning anynore in a universe
where there's no good reason why a girder hits you or msses you."

"And Dashiell Hamett wote this, you say?" WIliams pronpted. "It sounds very
Exi stentialist."

Mary Margaret finished her sixth martini. "Hammrett not only wwote it," she said,
"he lived it. He spent ten years working for the Pinkertons when C ass War was
really War in this country. He knew that the girders fall on the just and the
unj ust. "

"You nmean he was a real detective who wote about fictitious detectives?"
WIllians was off on his own tangent at once. "That's |ike Godel's Proof. O
Escher painting hinself painting hinself..."

"Don't get too intellectual about it," Mary Margaret said. "You night miss the
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obvi ous. "

SINCERI TY | N SPELVI NS

I'"d rather have ny mail delivered by Lockheed than ride in a plane built by the
post office departnent.

- bart hol onew gi nbl e

Dr. Dashwood went out to dinner that night with Dr. Bertha Van Ation, the
astronomer fromGiffith Observatory who had di scovered the two pl anets beyond
Pl ut o.

Dashwood ordered a Manhattan with Southern Confort-a conbination that had never
occurred to himbefore. He wondered how the idea got into his head-and Dr. Van
Ation decided to try the sane.

"CGoet he said, 'Man nuss entweder der Hammer oder der Anmboss sein-you nust be the
hamrer or the anvil," said a voice in the next booth.

"Mm " Bertha Van Ation said. "This is good." She was sanpling her Manhattan
with Southern Confort.

"Of course, he was just being nelodramatic," the voice in the next booth said.
"As an artist he nust have known there are states in which you are both the
hamrer and the anvil-there's no either/or about it. That's the creative fire."
"So what's new in astronony?" Dr. Dashwood asked

"Unh?" Bertha said. "Oh, sorry, | was eavesdroppi ng on the next booth."

"The hamrer and the anvil," Dashwood said. "I heard himtoo. Mist be a poet.
They tell me we have nore poets 'of anthology rank,' whatever that is, than any
other city in America."

"Li ke the Hanmerkl avi er sonata,"” said a new voice, a femnine one, in the
adj oi ni ng booth. "Beethoven was both the hanmer and the anvil there. Maybe he
even intended the pun. He read CGoethe, didn't he?"

"Read hi n?" asked the first voice. "They knew each other. Wuld have been
friends, if two egomani acs coul d becone friends."

"This is ny favorite vice," Bertha whispered. "Listening in on the conversation
at the next table.™

"It sure sounds as if he had that idea in mnd," the fem nine voice said. "Is
there any other piano piece where the pianist literally has to hamer away at
the keys like that?"

"This is weird," Dashwood whi spered. "I got a crank letter today-we get them by
the ton at Orgasm Research, as you can imagine-and it was all about the
Hanmmer kl avi er. "

"My, what erudite cranks you attract," Bertha whispered. "The cranks who wite
tous, at Giffith, are nostly illiterate farners who have seen UFGCs."

"They went wal king on the street once," the man in the next booth booned. "And
everybody kept bowing to them Goethe finally said, 'I find all this
ostentatious honor a bit enbarrassing.' And you know what Ludw g sai d? He said,
‘"Don't let it bother you. It is me they are honoring.

The woman's silvery | augh had gol den highlights of hashish in it. "That's

Beet hoven for you," she said.

Suddenly the two arose; they had evidently paid their check already and had been
lingering over their coffee. Dr. Dashwood and Dr. Van Ation, without being
conspi cuous about it, |ooked themover as they left. They were both Chinese.
"That's San Francisco for you," Dashwood sai d.

"l bought a Vivaldi record the other day," Bertha said. "It was nmade by a
classical group in Japan, and they played his Four Seasons music on Japanese
instruments. It sounded remarkably like the harpischord he wote it for."

"M " Dashwood nodded. "And we've got all these kids playing sitars and trying to
sound |i ke Ravi Shankar."

"The arts and sci ences have al ways been international," Bertha said. "It's only
our dammed politics that remain nationalistic. To our sorrow "

"M, " Dashwood nodded again. "But, as | was asking you a while ago, what's new
i n astronony?"

"Well," Bertha said intensely, leaning forward, "the universe is turning out to
be a hell of a |ot bigger than we thought even three or four years ago. "
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At the other end of the room seated at a table that gave a good vi ew of
Dashwood, the Continental Op was enjoying swordfish steak. He enjoyed it even
nmore when he reninded hinself that it could go on the expense account.

He owed this good fortune to the fact that Dashwood did not know his face yet.
Qut si de and across the street, Tobias Knight was di ning on doughnuts and coffee
froma deli, and benpaning the fact that this typically warm San Franci sco day
had turned into a typically cold San Francisco night.

He owed this exile in the cold to the fact that Dashwood did know his face.

I n Washi ngton, Sinon Moon had gone cruising at a bar called the Easter Basket.
He had there picked up a young boy nanmed Marion Murphy, who had | ong blond hair
and girlish mannerisns, both of which were qualities Sinon appreciated.

They had gone back to Sinon's pad and snoked sone hash. Then they rapped for a
whil e, and Sinon | earned that Marion was working on a Master's in social psych,
had a father who was a cop in San Franci sco, and was a nember of Purity of

Ecol ogy.

Si non deci ded not to hold the |ast fact agai nst the boy.

When they went to bed Sinon was the nore aggressive at first, Briggsing young
Marion with slurping passion. But they soon turned it into a game, and each one
woul d Briggs the other for a while, always stopping when it seened one of them
m ght reach MIllett. After an hour of this they were both on hair trigger, and
could restrain thensel ves no | onger. Sinmon began to Bryant Marion and they both
started how ing and panting and noaning until the bedroom began to sound |ike
the Lion House at the zoo around nmating tine.

It was Sinon Moon's idea of a great evening.

Dr. Dashwood was expl aining the three dinensions of Briggsing to Dr. Van Ation
over coffee, at the other end of the continent.

"There just can't be any science without dinension," Dashwood said earnestly.
"Fechner was the pioneer, psy-chonetrics, what tastes sweeter than what and that
sort of stuff. Primtive, of course, but it was the beginning of the
quantification of the subjective, and ny work coul d have followed i medi ately
fromhis, except," he sighed, "you know how it is, fear and prejudice prevented
the application of these nmethods to sex for a long tine."

Dr Van Ation nodded sonberly.

"Sincerity we neasure in Spelvins on a scale of zero to ten," Dashwood went on,
totally absorbed in his subject. "Hedonismin Lovel aces-we've been | ucky there;
subj ects are able to distinguish sixteen graduations. Finally, there's the

di mensi on of Tenderness-we find zero to seven covers that, so that the perfect
Steinem Job, if | may use the vernacul ar, woul d consist of ten Spelvins of
Sincerity, sixteen Lovel aces of Hedonism and seven Havens of Tenderness."

"It certainly nakes our work seem easy by conparison,” Dr. Van Ation said
"Everything is so concrete and objective in astronony."

"What does that nmean?" Marion Mirphy asked idly.

Si non, propping hinself up on a pillow, |ooked where the boy was pointing. It
was a sticker attached to the console of Sinon's honme conputer, and it was in
gold and black, with a dollar sign over which were inprinted the letters:
TANSTAGI.

"Ch, that," Sinon said. "It's the insignia of the Invisible Hand Society."
"What's it nean-T.ANS. T.AGI.?"

"There Ain't No Such Thing as Government Interference," Sinon translated.
Marion rolled over and stared at him "Wat is it, some kind of paradox?"

Sinon smled in that infuriatingly serene way that the enlightened al ways snmile
when dealing with the unenlightened. "It's no paradox," he said. "It's a sinple
statenent of fact."

Marion noved a few inches away. "You're sonme kind of mystic?" he asked
nervously. The only mnystics he had net were on the West Coast, and they were
all, in his opinion, bonkers.

"Yes," Sinmon said easily. "We in the Invisible Hand are nystics; but we are also
scientists. Every one of us has an advanced degree in math or quantum physics or
conputer science or sone such field. Qur founder, Dr. Rauss Elysium was an
expert in gravitational geonetro-dyna-nics-four-dinensional topology, and so
on-before he got into General Systens Theory."
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"And you people, with all that math and so on, have convi nced yoursel ves that
the government doesn't really exist?" Marion was beginning to get an exciting

i dea: he would do his Master's on this Invisible Hand Society, as an
illustration of the psychological |law that the nore brilliant a mind is, the
nore el aborate will be its delusory systemif it snaps.

"That's it," Sinmon said calmy. "A chicken is the egg's way of naking nore eggs
Government is anarchy's way of making nore anarchy. Let ne expl ain. "

"So they were all poisoned by Holl andai se Sauce," Mary Margaret pronpted,
finishing her seventh martini delicately.

Bl ake WIliams was deciding that Mary Margaret was a dammed good-| ooki ng wonan,
considering that she had been a man until six nonths ago. He was on his seventh
martini, too, and Marjorie Main would have | ooked |ike a dammed attracti ve wonan
to himby then, even nmade up to | ook |ike Hunphrey Bogart's nother in Dead End.
"Yes," he said, "well, that's not the nystery. They were all rushed to a
hospital, and had their stomachs punped, and they survived. | don't renenber
what had contam nated the Hol | andai se Sauce, but it doesn't really matter
That's not the nystery."

"Well, what is the nystery?" Mary Margaret pronpted. She was Encouraging himto
Tal k, and that suddenly alarmed him It neant only one thing: she was thinking
of going to bed with him

"Uh," he said, "the nystery was what happened | ater." He had been thinking she
was attractive, yes, but that was fairly abstract; he hadn't really decided, and
when you faced up to it, she was still partly male in his mnd.

"What happened | ater?" she pronpted.

Dammt! he thought. / nust have had one martini too many. She was a woman now,
no doubt about it. So what was the probl en?

"They all came down with the sane synptons again,"” he said. "The next tine they
had food with Hol |l andai se Sauce." The problemwas that they would not nerely
Potter Stewart; there would be a certain anount of fore-play naturally, and they
woul d be Briggsing each other.

"Ch? It was a synchronicity-two cases of contani nated Hol | andai se Sauce hitting
the sane peopl e?" Mary Margaret pronpted hi magain.

"Ah no, it was far weirder than that." Wiat was the matter? He had Briggsed a

| ot of wonen in his tinme, and had been Briggsed by a | ot of themhe al ways

enj oyed a good Steinem Job, God knows-but still . . . there was sonething a bit
faggoty about it when the woman was an ex-man and still partly a man in your
menory. "Ah," he repeated, damming those martinis, "you see, there was not hing
wong with the Holl andai se Sauce the second tine. No contanminant at all. They
weren't poi soned. They ah just had the synptons of poisoning."

"That is weird," Mary Margaret said, wondering if he was getting so flustered
because he had never been to bed with a transsexual before. Wll, he was an

ant hr opol ogi st, wasn't he? He should regard it as an educational experience.
"Very weird," Blake WIIlians said, "because you can't explain it by conditioning
theory. Conditioning is a slow process, renenber, requiring many repetitions or
ah reinforcenments. That's how Pavl ov's dog | earned that bell neans
food-repetition after repetition. But the dog |l evel or reflex |level of these
peopl e had | earned that Hol | an-dai se Sauce neans poison in only one exposure."

He should regard it as an educati onal experience, he decided; after all, he was
an ant hr opol ogi st.

"Well, | never believed you could explain everything by conditioning theory,"
Mary Margaret said. "I'ma Humanist."

"That's all very well and good, |I'msure," Blake WIllians said, "but ah

scientifically the behavior in question was certainly not nediated through the
rational circuits of the cortex and does require ah sone sort of explanation. |
mean, if it wasn't conditioning, what the Potter Stewart was it?"

"Mm " said Mary Margaret. "Mm? How about inprinting?"

"What?" Dr. WIIlians | ooked, for a nonent, |ike the Anbassador finding the
Rehnqui st on the stairs.

"Imprinting," Mary Margaret said. "Wen an ani nal | earns sonething
all-at-once-in-a-flash. Isn't that called inprinting?"
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WIliams stared.

"I think you've got it," he said finally. "How would you ah like to go up to ny
apartnment and di scuss this further?"

He was suddenly nmadly in love with her. She had given hima New | dea.

In San Francisco, Dr. Van Ation had been Briggsing Dr. Dashwood for twenty

nm nut es.

He sounded like a nman at prayer. "Ch, CGod," he kept repeating. "Oh, God, GCod,
God ..."

Dr. Van Ation was thoroughly enjoying herself. Dashwood had Briggsed her for
forty minutes, during which she reached MIllet six times, and she was stil
purring with gratitude.

"Ch, God, CGod, CGod," Dashwood croaked, as her tongue continued to excite his
Rehnqui st .

"And so," Sinon Mon concluded, "governnment is just a glitch. A semantic

hal | uci nation."

"Mn-m," said Marion Mirphy.

Si non turned around and | ooked at the boy; and it was as he feared; Marion was
about 80 percent asleep. Sinmon had been lecturing virtually to hinself for
several minutes.

"Non I llegitimati carborundum" he nmuttered. It was his mantra agai nst
resentment, wath, and other diseases of the ego.

He | eaned over and kissed Marion lightly on the ear

"Mn," Marion nunbl ed.

Simon got up fromthe bed and padded into the living room where he snoked a
little nore hash and renenbered cl assroonms back in Chicago, beatings he had
received for being intellectual and queer, the first boy he had ever Briggsed
(wasn't his name Donal d sonet hing?), the beauty of Russell's definition of
nunber when he finally grasped it (the class of all classes that are sinilar),
the first time he was Bryanted (he was afraid it would hurt), the strange

out - of - book experience in New York on hash when he saw that the |laws that govern
us are partly grammatical and partly pure whinsy, and this was very good hash,

i ndeed, because he could al nost remenber that experience: there was a universe
where he was het-ero and Furbish Lousewart was President; yes, this was very

hi gh-grade hash, indeed, and he al nost believed it, and why not? The math
certainly did inmply such universes, and each universe could be |like a book, each
book a variation on the sane theme, and the Author (if one dared to try inmagine
such a Being) mght even be in a neta-universe which had its own Author, and so

on, toinfinity. . . . But then, suddenly (hashish is full of surprises) Sinon
was weeping, renmenbering his father, A d Tim Mon, who had been a Wbbly
organizer all his life, and Timwas singing "Joe HIIl" again:

The copper bosses killed you,

Joe | never died, said he

"Ch, Dad," Sinon said aloud. "Wy did you have to die, before | ever knew how
much | loved you?" And suddenly he was all alone in an enpty living room
weepi ng |ike an old man whose fanily and friends were all dead, holding his
Soci al Security check and wondering: Were is the Federal bureau in charge of
distributing | ove?

Whi ch was absurd: Sinmon had |lots of friends, and he was just being norbid.

"Ch, Dad"-he sniffed one nore tinme-"I nmiss you."

And then he stopped crying and went and put the Fugs' record of "Rameses the
Second |s Dead, My Love" on the stereo. And floated with the nusic and the hash
into a Country-and-Wstern Egypti an paradi se:

He's wal king the fields where the Blessed |ive

He's gone from Menphis to Heeeeaav-en

"Wel | ?" Mary Margaret W/ debl ood pronpted, a bit inpatiently. She was naked on
WIlliams's bed and had been Lourding herself, not vigorously, just gently, very
gently, not getting too excited yet, nerely trying to get himexcited.

"Just a minute just a mnute," WIliams said, sitting in his drawers on the side
of the bed, one sock in his hand. It wasn't the transsex thing that was del ayi ng
him he was still struggling with the New | dea she had given hi mback at the
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Three Lions. "It isn't just poisoning,"” he said absently. "Anything that shocks
t he whol e neuroendocrine systemnight do it. Yes, of course. Artificially

i nduced inprint vulnerability."

Mary Margaret seized his hand and placed it firnly between her thighs. "Inprint
that," she said coyly.

"Yes, yes," he said, caressing her absently. "But just listen a mnute. O gasm
does it umIl think. No, just the first orgasm Right? You keep repeating the
pattern of the first orgasm "

"/ don't," Mary Margaret said. "Just up there a bit, on ny Atkinson there,
there, ah Christ."

"Yes yes you don't and a lot of people | know don't," he said. "Yes. Un? But the
peopl e whose sexual patterns keep changing are a mnority, certainly. They've
changed their inprints sonmehow. Um Yes, yes. Ch, ny God!"

"What is it?" Mary Margaret was beconming cross; his hand had stopped noving

entirely.
"Sorry," he said, resuming the gentle stimulation on her Atkinson and the outer
lips of her Feinstein. "I just realized some people keep changing their ideas

too. They've | oosened the semantic inprints. My God, that's why conditioning
theory is inadequate. Don't you see the conditioned reflexes are built onto the
i mprints. "

"CGod God God oh sweet Jesus God"

"It's a shock to the whol e system People who' ve had near-death or clinica
deat h experiences. Shi pwecked sailors. And oh Jesus | call nyself an

ant hropol ogi st and | never got it before, rites of initiation of course that's
what they're all about of course nmamking new inprints. "

"Ch God oh God darling darling"

"Yes yes, | love you, new inprints of course, yes yes are you com ng on ny
little darling"
"God God GOD!'!'! ™

"Ah sweet little darling was it good? Ah yes you | ook so sweet now there's
nothing as lovely as that post-MI|lett expression but about those inprint
circuits-"

"Shut up and Briggs nme pl ease darling"

And so, still reflecting on shock and inprint vulnerability and the changi ng of
sexual -semantic inprints, Blake WIIlians began Briggsing a person who had been
mascul ine for alnost all the years they had known each other, wondering just how
queer this was, really.

"Incidentally," Dr. Dashwood asked, "what do you think the Hamrerkl avier is al
about ?"

Bertha Van Ation and he were sitting at the kitchen table now, sipping a little
peach brandy he had found still remaining in the cabinet, and nmunching Rtz
crackers.

Dr. Van Ation brushed sone auburn hairs back from her forehead. "The Bl ack

Hol e," she said pronptly.

"Ah you nmean he was feeling dragged down into sonething he couldn't escape?" Dr.
Dashwood suddenly renenbered he wanted to | ook up Jan (or was it Hans?) Zel enka.
"No, not that aspect of it." Bertha munched and frowned thoughtfully. "The
suspension of all the cosnological |aws. The end of space. The end of tine. The
end of causality."

Dashwood sm | ed. "Sone people thought it was the end of nmusic when it was first
performed," he said. "You mght be on the right track."

"Way thank you sir said she."” Bertha grinned. "You really think I'mdraggi ng ny
own astronony into the nusic departnent.”

"You have every right to," he said. "W all see and hear through our own
filters. To nme, the Hammrerkl avi er sounds |i ke an unsuccessful attenpt at Tantric
sex. And the Seventh and Ei ghth Synphoni es sound |i ke nonunental |y successfu
attenpts. That's ne dragging nmy own speciality into the nusic departnent."”

"You are a doll."

"And you're a living doll."

"lsn't sex great?"
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"If God invented anything better," Dashwood said, quoting an old proverb and
adapting it to the Femi nist age, "She kept it to Herself."

"And how did | score on your scal e?"

"Ten Spelvins of Sincerity, Sixteen Lovelaces of Hedonism and seven Havens of
Tender ness. No, make that eight Havens. You went off the scale.”

In Hol Il ywood, Carol Christnas, the Blond Goddess of everybody's fantasies, was
sl eepi ng al one for once.

She was still involved in 250,000,000 sex acts every hour

The quantum perturbations pul sed gently through her atons, stimulating her

mol ecul es, rejuvenating her cells, providing a very satisfactory Trip for her
whol e neuroen-docrine system and enriching her dreams vastly.

It was perfect Tantric sex, and she wasn't even consciously aware of it.

Thi s was happening to her, and had been happening to her since the rel ease of
Deep Mongolian Steinem Job, because she was the Blond Goddess in so nmany
fant asi es.

Al'l over the world, as she slept and even while she was awake in the daytine,
the quantuminseparability principie (QJP) stinulated her gently, because al
over the world, every hour, 250,000,000 |onely nmen were Lourding thensel ves
whi | e | ooki ng at phot ographs of her.

Back in New York, Polly Esther Doubl eknit was wandering around her apart nent

st ar k- naked.

Her | over of the evening was sound asleep in the bedroom but Polly Esther was
wakeful and thinking of twenty dozen things at once, like the Second Gswald in
Hong Kong and whet her fish ever get seasick and how splendidly heavenly it had
felt when her lover's tongue was up inside her Feinstein and what was the nane
of the third Andrews Sister-Mxine and Laverne and who?-and Silent Tristero's
Empire and why so many things cone in threes, not just Muxine and Laverne and
what' s-her-nane but Curly and Larry and Moe; and Tom Dick, and Harry; and
Noah's three sons, Ham Shem and Japhet; and G oucho, Chico, and Harpo; and
Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva; and Past, Present, and Future; and Breakfast, Lunch,
and Dinner; and the three witches in Macbheth; and the three brothers who start
on the sane quest in all the old fairy tales; and the Executive, the
Legi sl ative, and the Judiciary; and of course the Big Three, Pops, J.C., and
Snokey; and maybe she should cut down on those diet pills; it was absurd to be
wandering around at three in the norning thinking in threes.

And then there was up-down, back-forward, and right-left, the three dinensions
in space; and Wnken, Blynken, and Nod; and the Three Wse Men, Wozit, and
What zi s- name and Mel chior; and Peter, Jack, and Martin, the three brothers in
Swift's Tale of a Tub; and Peter, Paul, and Mary; and the Kingston Trio; and
Friends, Romans, Countrymen, which was not only a triad, but a progressive
triad, one beat, two beats, three beats, one, two, three, just |like that, and
she woul d definitely cut down on the diet pills.

Polly Esther finally put a record on the stereo, turning the volume down to | ow
so as not to waken her lover in the bedroom

She pi cked the Hammrerkl avi er sonata, not out of coincidence or propinquity or
even synchronicity, but just because it was her favorite of Beethoven's piano
pi eces. It was her favorite because she couldn't understand it, no nmatter now
often she played it. It was the nusical equivalent of a Zen koan to her,

endl essly fascinating because endl essly enigmati c.

The stark, discordant opening bars drove all wandering threesones out of her

m nd, narrowi ng her attention to Ludwig's urgent if inconprehensible universe of
structured sound. She was swept into it again, as always, swept al ong by
enotions so deep and yet so austere that nobody has ever been able to nane them
Once she had invited the world's three nost admired concert pianists to a party,
just so she could ask each of them privately, what they thought the
Hanmmer kl avi er nmeant. As she expected, she had gotten three wildly conflicting
answers. Another tine she had ordered every book in print about Beethoven from
Doubl eday's on Fifty-third Street at Fifth Avenue and | ooked up Hanmmerkl avier in
the i ndex of each. She got forty-four different opinions that way.

The nusi ¢ hanmmered and surged al ong, carrying her through pain and frustration
and loneliness to land, again and again, at things beyond such sinple feelings,
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things that she sonetinmes felt were extraterrestrial or non-Euclidean or sonehow
beyond normal hunman perception. There are sone kinds of know edge, Ludw g had
once clained, that can only be expressed in nusic, not in any other art, not in
sci ence or philosophy. This was the nost arcane of such know edge, Ludw g's nost
intimte secret, and maybe you weren't entitled to understand it until you had
been to the strange dark places of the psyche out of which he had created it.

It was the childbirth process, of course-and Polly Esther did not consider it a
mracle that Ludw g could understand that, he was so obviously bi, at |east
enpat heti-cally-the | abor pains going on and on until the act of creation seened
i mpossi bl e, you woul d never get there, and yet sonehow even in the bl ocked

hopel ess feeling you were getting there; and it was all the terrors of his

chil dhood, all those cruel beatings by his al coholic father, renmenbered and not
forgiven, never forgiven; but it was also that cold, analytical, alnost
scientific side of Ludwi g, renorselessly following his experinent to its

i nexor abl e concl usi on: he had di scovered or rediscovered that the piano is,
anong ot her things, a percussion instrunent and he was follow ng the |ogic of
that insight, as he followed every nusical idea, to wherever it led him to

what ever abyss.

And, after thinking all that, Polly Esther knew she still didn't understand the
Hamrer kl avi er; but as it banged and how ed to its defiant conclusion, she got a
flash of one aspect she had never registered before. It was the | ast scene of
Papi | | on, when after twelve years of horror, Steve McQueen finally escapes from
Devil's Island on his honermade raft of coconut shells and floats off into the
Atlantic, as Ludwig floats off at the end of the Hammerkl avier, shouting to the
hostile sea and the indifferent sky:

"I'"M STILL HERE, you sons-of-bitches!"

And, after that, Polly Esther was cleaned out, drained, purified; no nore
triangles haunted her. She turned off the stereo, yawned contentedly, and padded
back to her bed.

Her lover was still sleeping, twisted around in the covers so that her right |eg
stuck out, decorated with goose pinples fromthe cold air. Polly Esther
rearranged the bedding to cover the girl, and clinbed in beside her, hugging her
tenderly once, but not enough to waken her. Then there were only a few
renenbered bars of the Hamrerkl avier and one nore trio drifted up (Watt,

Morgan, and Vergil, the Earp brothers), and then Polly Esther slept.

PART ONE

COM NG TO A HEAD

Art imtates nature.

-aristotle

Nature imtates art.

-oscar wlde

WHAT- ME | NFALLI BLE?

The first entry of sin into the nmind occurs when, out of cowardice or conformty
or vanity, the Real is replaced by a conforting lie.

- pope st ephen,

Integritas, Consonantia, Caritas

Dr. Dashwood, as usual, began Friday by scanning the mail. The first letter

sai d:

THI S IS AN ENTI RELY NEW KI ND OF CHAI N LETTER! !'!

We represent the Fertilizer Society of Unistat. It will not cost you a cent to

join. Upon receipt of this letter, go to the address at the top of the list and
Burger on their front lawn. You won't be the only one there, so don't be
enbarrassed.

Then make five copies of this letter, leaving the top nane off and addi ng your
nane and address at the bottom Send themto five of your best friends and urge
themto do the same. You won't get any noney, but within five weeks, if this

chain is not broken, you will have 3,215 strangers Burgering on your |awn. (Here
Cones Everybody!)
Your reward next summrer will be the greenest |awn on the bl ock
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DO NOT BREAK THI S CHAI Nl Everybody who has broken it has within five days
suffered acute, prolonged, and inexplicable constipation which responds to no
known | axative and requires, in each case, intervention of the apple corer or
its surgical equivalent.

Dr. Dashwood made a m stake. He assuned this was another hoax by the enigmatic
Ezra Pound.

Pol |y Esther Doubl eknit was a devout Ronan Catholic and went to Confession that
Sat ur day.

"I did a naughty-naughty with a Secretary again," she said.

"How shocki ng," said her Confessor in a profoundly bored tone. "Was she cute?"
"She was an absolutely adorable little blond creature."

"l hope you both enjoyed yourselves," said the priest. "But why are you telling
me about this hedonic little escapade?”

Pol Iy Esther whispered, "I guess | feel guilty. | was raised Baptist, you know. "
"But you're a Catholic now," the priest, Father Starhawk, said. "And as a
convert, you probably know the theol ogy better than people who were born into
it. Now, tell me: What is a sin?"

"A sin," Polly Esther recited pronmptly, "is to knowingly hurt a sentient being."
"Except where it would be a greater sin, a greater hurt, to refrain." Father
Starhawk went on. "That's why it's no sin to kill a virus, renenber. Now, did
you hurt your cute little blond playnate?"

"No, of course not."

"Did you nake her happy?"

"I think so," Polly Esther said wistfully. "She wants to see ne agai n Monday

ni ght."

"Then | think you nade her happy," Father Starhawk said. "How many times did she
reach Mllett?"

"Six or seven, | think."

"Then |'m sure you nade her happy," the priest said kindly. "As a nere male, |
must say | envy the female capacity for multiple MIlett. Now, obviously, your
little party with this Secretary was not harnful, but joyful. So it was not a
sin, but the opposite of a sin, a work of virtue. And you know t he teachings of
Moral Theol ogy well enough to understand that, so why are you wasting ny tinme?"
"l guess it's just ny Baptist upbringing,"” Polly Esther murnured.

"You nust clear your mind of all superstition," the priest said, "because such
nonsense nuddi es the intellect and keeps you fromthinking clearly about Rea
nmoral issues. Now, do you have sonething Real to confess?"

"Yes," Polly Esther said nervously.

"Wl | ?" Father Starhawk's jovial tone suddenly turned stern

"I think sonme of ny noney comes fromslum properties.” Polly choked, then sighed
deeply. It was arelief to say it, to have it out in the open

"You think?" the priest cried angrily. "You haven't found out for sure? How | ong
have you had this suspicion?"

"Since about a week ago |ast Thursday."

"And what efforts have you nade to find the facts about this grave matter, which

may be, | remi nd you, a nortal sin?"

Polly Esther trenmbled. "I tried," she said, "but the way corporations are these
days ... | get twelve different stories every tine | ask the lawers . . . but |
really think we own sone of the worst parts of Newark."

The priest was silent for a long tine. "It's ny fault," he said finally. "I was

never strict enough with you. What is the first noral | aw about noney?"

"To ensure that no human bei ng was being hurt in acquiring it, and if anyone was
hurt, to return the noney to them and nake whatever other restitution is nmorally
necessary."

"To ensure," Father Starhawk repeated solemly. "Saint Francis Xavier said that
many centuries ago, a great and holy saint, and he specifically instructed
priests to be certain that nobody received Absolution until they had given up
all nonies acquired fromusury or other social injustices. That was |ong before
Pope Stephen, nmy child, and it is the noral backbone of the Church. | cannot
gi ve you Absolution until you have exam ned your conscience on this matter and
made what ever change is norally necessary.”
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"I''"l'l have a special Board neeting and get to the bottomof it," Polly Esther
sai d. "Thank you, Father, for restoring ny vision of Reality."

"That is the function of the Church," Father Starhawk said.

And then he added, softly:

"Pray for ne, please. | ama sinner, also."

Fat her Starhawk was a Cherokee Indian and a Stephenite.

The Stephenites were the nost radical of all the Catholic clergy and nade even
the Neo-Jesuits, under General Berrigan, seemlike mlkwater |iberals by
conparison. There was virtually no nation on Earth which didn't have severa
Stephenites in prison for what the Stephenites called "following the | aws of God
rather than the | aws of man."

Menbers of the Stephenite order absolutely refused to countenance any behavi or
that fell short of the ideals in the | ate Pope Stephen's encyclicals on Socia
Justice; and hat the Stephenites woul d not countenance, they would resist. It
was the passive, nonviolent nature of their resistance that made the Stephenites
so troubl esonme to persons in authority; it is inmpossible to jail nonviolent
idealists without a large part of the world synpathizing with them

Fat her Starhawk had served three terns hinself, for passively resisting
Unistat's wars agai nst Cuba, Puerto Rico, and the People's Republic of Hawaii .
Li ke all Stephenites, he wote the famliar |apel button with a photo of Pope
St ephen, the fanobus bl ack patch over his blind eye, and the sainted Pope's
famous remark, "What-ne infallible?"

Pope Stephen had totally revolutionized the Catholic Church during his brief

five-year reign. Indeed, as the French fem nist Jeanne Paul ette Sartre said,
"This one man has singl e-handedly turned the nost reactionary church on this

pl anet into the npbst progressive."

It was due to Pope Stephen that the "social gospel," previously preached only by
a mnority of far-out Jesuits and worker-priests, becanme the official Vatican
policy. By being the first to denounce Hitler and Missolini, and excomruni cating
their supporters, Pope Stephen had knowi ngly risked the biggest rupture within
the Church since the tinme of Luther; but, while nearly 30 percent of the
Catholics in Germany and Italy continued to follow their national |eaders, over
70 percent obeyed the Pope, and both dictators fell from power.

Adol f Hitler became a portrait painter again; and Benito Miussolini, deprived of
power, returned to his early belief in anarchismand spent his declining years
witing fiery journalismagainst all those who did manage to achi eve and hold on
to political power.

At the time of Pope Stephen's death in 1940, it was estimated that the wealth of
the Vatican was | ess than 10 percent of what it had been when he took the Chair
of Peter, but its prestige about 1,000 percent higher

The Pope had spent 90 percent of the Vatican's wealth in projects for the
abolition of poverty, disease, and ignorance.

Many regarded himas a saint, but Pope Stephen always tried to di scourage that
view. He ended every conversation with "I ama sinner, also," which becane a
habit with Stephenites: Father Starhawk, for instance, ended all his
conversations that way, and also used it for the tag line of all his theol ogica
articles and his private correspondence.

It must be adnitted, however, that the first Irish Pope did have his own brand
of arrogance: He believed he was the best Latin stylist since C cero, and was
rat her vain about his command of English, Italian, French, German, Spanish,

Dani sh, and Hebrew, also. He was al so convinced that he was a greater
psychol ogi st than Janes or Jung, and it was only when their nanes were nentioned
that a tinge of uncharitable sarcasmwould enter his speech

Pope Stephen, in fact, had a habit of listening far nore than he spoke, which
led many to regard himas a bit aloof. Actually, he spoke little because he was
so busy observing. This passion for studying other human bei ngs had gradual ly
turned himfroma di sputatious young intellectual into an al nost pathol ogically
sensitive mddl e-aged nan, because the nore he observed people, the nore he
liked them and the nore he |iked them the |ess able he was to bear seeing or
hearing of injustice to anyone anywhere.
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On one occasion a learned and erudite French Cardinal said to the Pope,
referring to the steady parade of visitors to the Vatican, "You nust find nost
of these nonentities profoundly boring." He was naking the usual m stake of
interpreting the Pope's long silence as a sign of ennui

"But-there are no bores," Stephen said, shocked.

"You are being paradoxical," the Cardi nal chided.
"Not at all," the Pope said dogmatically. "I have never net a boring human
being. "

It was the only tinme anybody ever heard himpontificate.

It was due to Pope Stephen that every Catholic priest was not only allowed, but
encouraged, to get married. "Living with the nystery of the fem nine nmnd," he
said, "is the best training for trying to cope with the greater nysteries of the
Di vine mnd."

He hinself had married a peasant girl from Galway, who was said to be barely
literate, and his | ove for her was | egendary.

Nobody knew what the Pope and his wife ever found to tal k about, since she
obviously did not share any of his intellectual interests.

Actually, with his wife, as with nost of humanity, the Irish Pope spent npbst of
his tinme listening, not talking.

Because of the liberality of his sexual views, the Irish Pope was stil
controversi al anobng conservative Catholics, who clainmed he was a pervert and
were forever trying to have hi m post hunously excommuni cat ed.

They al so spread runors about his private life, which had gai ned so nmuch
currency that whenever his nanme was nentioned sonebody would nutter "garters,
garters, garters."

Pope St ephen's whol e phil osophy was derived froma single sentence in Aquinas:
Ad pul chritudinemtria requiruntur: integritas, consonantia, claritas.

Whi ch may be rendered:

Three things are required for beauty: whol eness, harnony, radiance.

It was Stephen's thought that the universe, as the product of a Great Artist,
must be conprehensible in ternms of integritas, consonantia, claritas-whol eness,
har mony, radiance. Wiy, then, he asked hinmself, does it not appear so to the
ordi nary human ni nd? The only answer he could find was that we are not paying
attention. W& have not |earned to observe closely enough. W do not have the
Artist's eye for detail

And so Pope Stephen paid very close attention to everything that entered his
field of perception.

At the tine of the Irish Pope's death in 1940, obituary witers all over the
worl d conpared himto every saint and sage in history: Buddha, Witman,

Pl oti nus, Rumi, Dante, Eckhart, John of Arc, St. Terrence of Avilla, and so on
and on; but the one who cane closest to categorizing how Stephen's nmind worked
was an obscure Canadi an professor of literature who wote, "The only nmind in

hi story conparable to Stephen's was that of a fictitious character-M. Sherl ock
Hol mes of Baker Street.”

Li ke Tobi as Kni ght, Pope Stephen had spent all his life "trying to find out what
the hell was really going on," although he never expressed it that way.

He had deci ded that what was going on was that everybody was very carefully
avoi di ng paying attention to what was goi ng on.

The Stephenites called thensel ves "Seekers of the Real" and were al ways wat chi ng
very closely to see what was going on. They all had posters in their roons with
the sainted Pope's fanobus remark: "If you don't pay attention to every little
detail, you niss nost of the jokes."

When Dr. Dashwood went out to lunch that day, he was stopped on the street by a
haggard and wil d-eyed mni nor bureaucrat who said his name was Joseph K

"They have everybody m nd-warped," Joseph K said, clutching Dashwood's sl eeve
desperatel y.

"Yes, yes," Dashwood said, trying to disentangle hinself. "But | really nust
hurry-"

"What are the charges agai nst ne?" Joseph K dermanded. "Wat are the charges
agai nst any of us? W all try to obey their rules, don't we? O course we do; we
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know what wi |l happen at the slightest, the nbst mnute, the nost mcroscopic
infraction, do we not? Not that | nean to inply that they are wong,
necessarily, or unjust- you won't find any subversive literature or pornography
in my room | can assure you absolutely-no, certainly not unjust or in any way
unfair, but it nust be admtted that in the application of the rules, in the
application, | say, they are sonetines overfinicky, a bit strained and literal,
if you take ny neaning."

"Certainly, certainly," Dashwood said, struggling to renove Joseph K 's fingers
fromhis sleeve. "But if you were to see a good counsel or-not a psychiatrist,
necessarily ... | don't nean to inply-"

"We are all guilty," Joseph K said flatly. "They have established so many
rules, and recorded themin archives that the ordinary citizen cannot consult,
that we nust all, the nost |oyal and decent of us, stunble on a nere
technicality occasionally. Not that | mean to assert that technicalities are not
necessary, you understand, since it is inportant to spell out in detail the
exact neaning intended in a statute, don't you agree, George?"

"Frank," Dashwood said automatically.

Joseph K. suddenly | ooked sly. "Ch," he said slowy, "you claimthat you are not
George Dorn? How clever of them although | can't inmagine how they persuaded
you, but of course a man of your noral principles would not be bribed,
certainly. They nmust have convinced you it was for ny own good in sonme absol ute
met aphysi cal sense, right?

Certainly. You would not work for themout of nmalice, would you?' He rel eased

Dashwood with a poignant, despairing gesture. "You nean well, he said. "They al
mean well, | know. But | aminnocent, | tell you!"

He backed away. "And you are George Dorn, and | am not deceived," he added
bitterly.

Then he turned and ran.
PARAREALI SME

The big news of the 1985 season in the art world was that Francois Loup-Garou
had abandoned Neo- Surrealism and founded a new school of art called

Par ar eal i sne.

This was only partly the result of the Rehnquist in the Lobster Newburg; it was
al so a matter of econom cs.

For nearly a century, it had been very inportant for an artist to belong to a
"school ," and it was even better to be the founder of a "school." This was not
just a case of "In Union There Is Strength"; it was also a shrewd marketing
strategy. It mght take an individual painter ten or twenty years to be

"di scovered"-if he were original, it mght take nuch | onger, and he m ght not be
alive to enjoy it-but when a School of Art was formed, that was News, and all
menbers of the school were discovered simultaneously.

There had been an | npressioni st school, a Post-Inpressionist school, an
Expressi oni st school, an Abstract Expressionist school, a Cubist school, a
Futuri st school, a Pop school and an Op school, and so on. Francois Loup-Garou
had noticed that the conmrercial |ife of each school was getting shorter all the
time, due to the accelerated intensity of conpetition: Neo-Surrealismwas

al ready being eclipsed, as an object of news and debate, by the Neo- Cubi sm of
the American, Burroughs.

He decided it was tine to |launch a new school

After the experience of the Rehnquist in the Lobster Newburg, Pararealisme
seemed appropriate to him

According to Standard Operating Procedure, he got a few friends together and
they began issuing Proclamations denouncing all other schools (especially

Neo- Cubi sm) as obsol ete and reactionary. This got theminto the Art Journals and
into sone newspapers.

Then they held their own first show, and that got theminto the internationa
news magazi nes.

They were news; it didn't really matter if their paintings were any good at all
In fact, their paintings were rather good, in a fey sort of way.
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They had revived traditional "representational" art (everything they did was as
naturalistic as a news photograph), but with a difference that nade a

di fference.

The | argest canvas at the first Pararealiste show was Loup-Garou's own What Do
You Make of This, Professor? An enormpus work it was, covering two walls, bent
in the mddle on a special hinged franme. It showed a cerul ean-blue sky, with

hai | stones: thousands and thousands of hail stones, six nonths' painstaking

| abor, and each hailstone had a tiny image of the Virgin Mary on it.

Puzzl ed viewers m ght have found sone enlightennent in the First Pararealiste
Mani f est o:

We of the Pararealiste novenent, recogni zing the neaningl essness of this chaos
that fools call life, find the rel evance of existence only in its nonstrosities.
But we are not Existentialists or anything of that sort, thank God; and besi des,
the perversities of humanity have grown boring. After the Fernando Poo | ncident,
what can a nere man do that will shock us? It is the abnormalities of nature
that we find illumnating; that is what distinguishes us from sadists, New
Leftists, and other intellectual hoodl uns.

We are delighted that Pluto, Mckey, and Goofy are all at odd angles fromthe

pl ane of the eight inner planets. W are thrilled with Bohr's great principle of
Rel ativity, which shows that to | ook out into space is also to | ook backward in
time. WE ARE THE DAY AFTER YESTERDAY!!!

Sone said that the Pararealistes were even better at witing manifestos than at
pai nting pictures; but they meant what they said. The hailstones in Wat Do You
Make of This, Professor? were no inage of dreamor delirium"W spit on
surrealism Fantasy is every bit as dreary as Logic! It is the REAL that we
seek!" the First Manifesto had al so decl ared. Wat Loup-Garou had so

pai nst aki ngly depicted was an occurrence that actually happened at Lyons in
1920. Xeroxes of the old newspaper stories about the event ("PEASANTS SEE VI RGN
ON HAI LSTONES") were distributed to the press, enphasizing again that
Pararealistes only painted the real, or as they always wote, the REAL.

Little Pierre de la Nuit-Pierrot le Fou, he styled hinsel f-was Loup-Garou's best
friend and had contributed seventeen canvases to the first show Magnificent,
monstrous things they were, of course-flying saucers, all of them blue and gold
and silver and green and bright orange, shaped |ike doughnuts or boonerangs or
el lipsoids or cones. Every one of them had been reported in the sky by sonebody
or other in the past forty years

Loup- Garou circul ated news stories about each sighting, you can be sure, to
denponstrate again pararealisnme's devotion to the REAL.

Then there was Jean Cul's The Sheep-Cow, sone clained it was the greatest of al
Parareal iste paintings. It portrayed an aninal hal f-sheep and hal f-cow, a
veritable insult to the | aws of genetics. Such an ani nal had been born in
Sintoe, Ontario, in 1888. They circul ated news stories about it.

Al'l of this created so nuch international discussion that the Pararealistes

i medi ately rel eased the second Mani festo. (They had | earned sonet hi ng about
P.R fromthe early surrealists.)

They denounced those who did not like their paintings as fools. They then
denounced those who did |like their paintings as damed fools, for |iking them
for the wong reasons. They went on to ful m nate agai nst everybody in general

W renounce and hurl invective upon the rationalist conducting experinents in
his laboratory. Every instrunent he uses is a creation of human narcissism it
emerges fromthe human ego as Athene fromthe head of Zeus. The rationalist

i mposes his own order on these instrunents; they inpose order on the data; and
he then proclainms that the universe is as constipated and nmechanistic as his own
m nd! What has this epistenp-1ogical nmasturbation to do with the REAL?

And we abomi nate and cast fulm nations upon the irrationalist, also. Behold him
in his drugged stupor, naddened by opium or hashi sh, gazing i nward and depicting
his childish dream and ni ghtmares on canvas. He is as linmited by the human
unconscious as the rationalist is by the human conscious. Neither of them can
see the REAL!!

It reads better in the original French. But it would have been a top news story
if it hadn't been eclipsed by the singularly obscene "mracle" at Canterbury
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Cat hedral that week.

The details of the alleged "mracle" had been censored and covered up by high
Church officials fromthe very begi nning. Newspapers, at first, printed only
short itens saying that sonething strange caused the Archbi shop of Canterbury to
turn a ghastly white during Mass and stunble so badly that he fell off the

al tar.

O course sone cynics imedi ately assuned that H s Em nence was as drunk as a
skunk. There are always types like that, believing the worst of everybody.

Then the runors started to circul ate. Those who had been in the Cathedral said
that the Most Reverend Archbi shop had not so nuch stunbled as junped, and that
hi s expression was one of such fear and | oathing that all present felt at once
that sonething distinctly eldritch and unholy had invaded the church. OQhers,

i magi nati ve types and religious hysterics, claimed to have felt sonething cold
and clammy noving in the air, or to have seen "auras."

By the tinme the runors had gone three tines around the United Kingdom and twi ce
around Europe, there were details that came out of the Necronomicon or the grim
fictions of Stoker, Machen, Wl pole. Horned nmen, Things with tentacles, and

Li nda Lovel ace were promnently featured in these enbroidered versions of the
Canterbury Horror, as it was beginning to be called.

The press, of course, got nore interested at this point, and the Reverend

Ar chbi shop was constantly besieged to conformor deny the nost outlandi sh and

di stasteful reports about what had occurred. At first H's Em nence refused to
speak to the press at all, but finally, by the tinme sonme scandal sheets were
claimng that Nyarlathotep, the nmad facel ess god of Khem had appeared on the
altar bellowing Cthul hu fthagn!, the Archbi shop issued a terse statenent through
his Press Secretary.

"Not hi ng untoward happened. H's Em nence nerely tripped on the altar rug, and
any further discussion would be futile."

This nerely fanned the flanmes of Runor, of course.

One |l egend circul ated even nore than the others, perhaps because it appealed to
prurient interest, or maybe just because it was the version given by a few
peopl e who had actually been in the Cathedral during Mass.

According to this yarn, a mraculous flying Rehnquist- just like the ones in the
mural s at Ponpeii, except that it didn't have wi ngs-had soared across the front
of the church, barely mssing Hs Em nence's high epi scopal nose.

The judicious, of course, did not credit this wild runor. They were all com ng
around, as the judicious usually do, to the view of the cynics. The Archbi shop,
they said, had been stewed to the gills.

Hi s Em nence was no fool, however. After the first shock, he had begun his own
investigation, aided by a few trusted deacons.

They found the slingshot, abandoned, on the floor of the first pew, to the
right. That was the direction the Rehnqui st had cone from and they all breathed
a sigh of relief.

The Archbi shop told them then, the runors he had heard about the incident of
the Uni stat Anbassador who had to be put on norphine after finding It, wapped
in pink ribbon, on a staircase.

"W are dealing with a deranged mind," H's Em nence said, "but not wth anything
"supernatural,' thank God."

They never found the Rehnquist, but as the Archbi shop pointed out, "the
perpetrator may have confederates."

Everybody tried to renenber who had been sitting in the extrene right of the
first pew. They carefully made up a list, including everybody's separate
menories, hal f-nenories, or pseudo-nenories. The |list |ooked like this:

Lord and Lady Bugge

the Hon. G@Guy Fawkeshunt, M P. and

Eva Gebl oonenkr af t

Ken Canpbel |l and Eva Gebl oonmenkr aft

the Hon. Fission Chips, F.R S. and

Eva Gebl oonenkr af t

"One name seens to stand out, doesn't it?" asked H s Em nence.
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"Eva Cebl oomenkraft," said a deacon. "lIsn't she that Jet Set nillionairess who
got into so nuch trouble in Unistat two years ago for putting |aughing gas in
the air conditioning systemat a neeting of the Joint Chiefs of Staff?"

The sudden death of Bonny Benedict created waves of confusion and apprehensi on
far beyond what ordinarily would have resulted fromsuch a tragic accident.

The first one affected was Polly Esther Doubl eknit, who called down from her
executive office to the Gty Desk at once.

"What the hell happened to Bonny?" she demanded.

The City Editor spoke in a hoarse croak. "It seens to be what the TV news said,
a heart attack." He was beginning to feel that he'd be the next victim since
his bl ood pressure seened to be rising every mnute.

"A heart attack?" Polly Esther was dunbfounded. "But what about the man?"

"He's being held, of course," the Cty Editor said. "But God knows what they'l
charge hi mwith-mansl aught er, negligent hom ci de, who knows? There's never been
a case like this before."

"They had better charge himw th sonething," Polly Esther said crisply. "Or this
paper will land on the D.A's office with all four feet. Do | nake nyself

cl ear?"

Admiral Babbit nearly junped out of his skin when the news reached WAshi ngton
"It's those Briggsing Bryanting faggots from Al exandrial" he screaned. "And
they're gonna try to pin it on us!"

This was a defensive over-reaction caused by the fact that O d Iron Balls had
been contenpl ati ng various ways of bringing about the demi se of Ms. Benedict.
But he distrusted Einstein and neuroanal ysis-"Jewi sh egghead stuff"-and never
realized that nost of his mentations consisted of defensive over-reactions.
"I''l'l fix those Rehnqui st-suckers,"” he said to an aide. "CGet old de |la Pluneg,
and tell himl've got a big job for him"

This referred to M. Shenus de la Plume, Naval Intelligence' s ace handwiting
forger.

And so, within thirty-six hours, the Washi ngton Post had conme into possession of
a diary, allegedly witten by John Di sk, the man who had kill ed Bonny Benedi ct.
The diary only | ooked cryptic at first glance. Wth a little study, anybody with
at least two inches of forehead could figure out, fromthe abbreviations and
clumsy codes used, that Disk had been an enpl oyee of the Central Intelligence
Agency.

This was quite a shock to both Disk and the CIA, who had never had any
connection with each other.

Actually, Disk had been raised in the True Holy Roman Catholic Church, a bizarre
fascistoid splinter group which had broken with the Vatican during the reign of
Pope St ephen of Dublin.

When Di sk reached his adol escence in the early 1970s, however, strange things
began to happen to him At first he thought it was denons-he had seen The
Exorci st and believed every bit of it-but his priest told himit was all because
he kept Lourdi ng hinsel f.

Di sk went to Confession every tinme he gave in to the tenptation to Lourde-off,
which was five tinmes a week after he reached seventeen, and the priest kept
telling himto use Self-Control and take cold showers. The priest also said that
all the denons were in hell and Johnny should stop worrying about them

The only people who believed in denonic possession, the priest said, were the
beni ghted fanatics in the Orthodox Holy Roman Cat holic Church

Everybody in the True Holy Roman Catholic Church despised and hated the nenbers
of the Orthodox Holy Roman Cat holic Church, which was another splinter group
that had broken away fromthe Vatican during the reign of Pope Stephen. The
menbers of the Orthodox Holy Roman Catholic Church hated them back, you can be
sure. In fact, in the typical nmanner of splinter groups, they each hated the
other nore than they hated the common eneny, the heretics in the Vatican

John Disk finally decided that what was wong with himwas not caused by denons
and-si nce he was able to cut down on his Lourding-off to only twice a week after
he passed twenty-it wasn't entirely caused by Sin, either

He was bei ng poi soned.

The reason he had cycles of agitation and el ation, followed by cycles of anxiety
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and growi ng fear that everything was sonehow unreal, was because he was eating
an | npure diet.

The reason there were wars and runors of wars, and revol utions and depressi ons,
and pornography and | ewd, sinful wonen in i nmodest clothing on every street was
because all the food was full of toxic, mnd-destroying chen cals.

The peopl e responsible for this were the Triangul ar Comm ssion, the Power Elite,
the Elders of Zion, the Bavarian Illumnnati, and the American Medica
Associ ati on.

He had |l earned this by readi ng books on Organic Diet from bookstores run by the
John Birch Society, the Natural Hygienists, the Purity of Ecology Party, and
various other groups who were inclined to go through cycles of agitation,

el ation, anxiety, feelings of unreality, etc., and had realized this was caused
by Inpurity of Essence in their food.

John Disk read a great deal of this literature and changed his mnd about twenty
times before he finally decided which school of "correct nutrition" was really
correct.

He decided Purity of Ecol ogy was the group that really knew what the hell was
going on. He believed every word in Unsafe Werever You Go by PCE s founder,
Fur bi sh Lousewart .

By the age of twenty-three, Disk was a typical PCE nmenber. When not putting in
his thirty hours a week working in their printing plant-where he received

| odging and an Organic Diet in lieu of pay-he was out on the streets selling
their newspaper, Doom or giving away their four-page mni-panphlets, which had
titles like Poison in Every Pot; Science: Satan's Pl ot Against God and Man; and
Jimmy Carter, Servant of the Jesuit-Zionist Conspiracy.

POE hated President Carter because he had defeated Furbish Lousewart in the 1980
election. But, with the typical logic of splinter groups, they did not hate
Carter nearly as nuch as they hated Eve Hubbard, of the Libertarian Immortalist
Party, who al so got nore votes than Lousewart, even though she cane in third.
The PCE people hated the Libertarian Imortalists for another reason, which was
that the LIP platformwas bl asphenbus and unpatriotic.

Hubbard's sl ogan was "No nore death and taxes."

She planned to end taxes by running the governnent like a profit-sharing
corporation, terminating all interference in the internal affairs of other
countries (thus allowing the mlitary budget to be cut every year, instead of
growi ng every year), and paying each citizen a dividend on the profits the

Uni stat Corporation earned through investing in space colonization to tap into
the vast energy and resources of Free Space.

Hubbard planned to end death by investing the profits fromspace in |ongevity
research, which the najority of scientists in the field were now convinced coul d
|l ead to doubling or tripling the human Iife span in the first generation, and
could lead to indefinite expansion thereafter

The PCE people realized that these proposals were scientific and rational

They therefore regarded them as Sat ani c.

After three years in POE, John Disk still had cycles of agitation and unreality;
but the | eaders of the cult assured himthat it took at least that long for the
poisons in his previous diet to |leave his systemtotally. If he stayed on the
correct PCE diet, they insisted, he would becone as serene as they were.

Still, things were getting to be nore unreal nore of the tine. D sk | ooked in
the mrror one norning, conbing his hair, and seened to see a m ddl e-aged man

| ooking out at him It was only a flash, a single crack in the fabric of tine,
but it was unnerving. Wien the face turned back to his own-young, bl ack-haired,
pal e-he wondered for a wild nonent if he were truly a young man who had had a
vision of hinself twenty years older or a m ddl e-aged man who was now having a
hal | uci nation of hinself twenty years younger

But that was only a short fugue, for in a nonent he recogni zed that the face in
the mirror was not his twenty-years-later, but rather a face that had adorned
the cover of Tinme magazine a few nonths ago. It was the face of Dr. Francis
Dashwood, president of Orgasm Research Inc., Conmi e pervert Satanist sinner who
spent nost of his time observing things that John would like to do but was
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afraid to do because of twenty years of conditioning by the True Holy Roman

Cat hol i ¢ Church

Wi ch was bad enough, certainly, but not as bad as what was to cone: voices at
first so faint as to be barely perceptible, but slowy and insidiously grow ng

| ouder, voices which were fenal e and kept saying You are George Dorn and | nmagi ne
you can see nmy Brownmillers through ny sweater and The interpenetration of the
uni ver ses has begun, but nostly saying over and over You are George Dorn.

And there were occasions, only a second in external tinme but stretching to
infinity in a multiple of new di mensions he found or created within, when the
Sages woul d gather himinto their Maybe realm ("In addition to a Yes and a No,
the universe contains a Maybe" was the password to pass the Lurker at the
Threshol d) and there would be Jesus saying "lIs it not witten, Ye are Gods?" and
Enperor Norton saying "I just nade nysel f Enperor of Unistat, Protector of

Mexi co, and King of the Jews," and Fed Xing saying "There are nany universes and
nm nd- st at es” and Beet hoven singing the evolutionary scenario in eight cycles and
Geat Chtulhu's Starry Wsdom Band and d orious Lucifer Son of the Mrning who
had never fallen because the nessage of the scriptures was witten backward in a
mrror and then Linda Lovel ace would cone in and start doing disgusting imoral
things and he woul d be back, the splinter of eternity contracting the Euclidean
3-D, standing on a street handing out Poison in Every Pot and wondering if he
was | osing his mnd.

But the good parts of it were so good, Jesus and the weird but w se Enperor
Norton and some of the Space Brothers, that he wished it would continue, if only
it didn't keep turning into that sinful and disgusting business about Linda
Lovel ace; but he was beginning to figure it out; he was not the fool they

t hought himnot by a long shot. He knew that, now that the poisons in the food
were beginning to wear off They had started ainming an el ectronic Thought Contro
machine at his brain, so he did not pay attention no matter how many tines the
seductive femal e voice said YOU ARE GEORGE DORN YOU ARE GEORGE DORN YOU ARE
GEORCGE DORN.

So when he had read that bitch, that Briggsing Bryanting whore for the Big

Cor porations and the Sex Educators and Cattle Mitilators of the

Sat ani st - Vati can- Zi oni st conspiracy, that lying tool of the Establishnent, that
contenpti bl e Bonny Benedict claimng that Furbish Lousewart was a hypocrite and
a neat-eater, clainmng it when he knew it was not, could not be, true, damm her,
the pig whore of the Jew Jesuit noney powers, as if a real Christian American

Ii ke Furbish would pollute his body, the tenple of God, with the flesh of a dead
animal, the lying whore, he knew he would fix her and fix her good and proper,
and show themall, the denonic jackal-headed |ot of themwith their |aser beans
flashing into his brain saying YOU ARE GEORGE DORN YOU ARE GEORGE DORN.

So he knew the perfect thing, the only way to express total contenpt for the pig
Establ i shnent, the great |essons of the sages of the C ownol ogica
Counter-Culture, the attack that frightened, punished, and hunmiliated all at
once and yet had to be endured as "only a joke," the bitch, that would fix her
So he bought the pie, a Boston Cream special that was "rich and thick,"
according to the sign in the bakery, and waited for her in the norning outside
the New York News-Ti nmes-Post-etc., and when the bitch, the |ying whore, got out
of her linobusine, he was ready, he stepped forward, and he | et her have it SMASH
right in the face.

But then the old | ady-ny God, she |ooked like his nother, he realized-started
choki ng and wheezing and fell down on the sidewal k and he knew. He knew even
before the cop arrived fromthe corner, even before the crowd told the cop in
great anger and outrage what had happened, even before the anbul ance arrived,
even before the doctor said, "She's gone."

And then the cop | ooked at himand he knew all the rest of it, the booking and
the fingerprinting and the nug shot and then being alone in the cell all night
with the voices saying YOU ARE GEORGE DORN.

Things were conming to a head.

Nat haniel F. X Drest, secret chief of the Unistat Sector CIA had felt uneasy
for a long tine. Since the death of President Carter, in fact. It wasn't just
that the then-Vice President, now President, Hugh Crane, was right out of
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nowhere, a total unknown, not one of THEM similar situations had arisen a few
times in the past, and the novice had easily been initiated into the secret

sci ence of Strange Loops and M nd Control, seduced-w thout the necessity of
bribery, cajolery, or threats-into gladly becom ng one of THEM No: the
unsettling thing was that Carter's death was unpl anned, random a surprise to
everyone; it mght even have been due to natural causes.

Yes: things were definitely and bodaci ously com ng to a head.

Nat hani el Drest had not |asted as secret chief of the CIA for thirty years

wi t hout acquiring great pragmatic savvy about the spooky side of predestination
"Once i s happenstance, twice is coincidence, three tines is eneny action" had
been the notto of one of the great masters of Strange Loops, |an Flem ng

hi nsel f; but Drest knew that what was really going on was far weirder than even
Fl em ng coul d conprehend.

Behind the mld, professorial, bespectacl ed facade of Nathaniel Drest,
officially listed as economi cs researcher in the budget reports, was the one nman
capabl e of serving as secret chief of the Unistat CIA through thirty |ong years,
whi |l e one dummy after another posed as the official head of the clandestine
organi zation. Drest was a phil osopher and a visionary; he had forged, from

Machi avel I'i, Marx, Lenin, Mao, Missolini, Nietzsche, Napoleon, WIliamF.

Buckl ey, Jr., and the Three Legendary Sages- Turing, Flem ng, Weatley-the
coldly logical, existential, pragmatic strategy for eternal rule by hinself and
his friends in THEM and total exterm nation and eradication of all possibility
of rebellion by the rest of hunanity.

He had been told once, by a sociobiologist, that he was a gi ant DNA robot,
programed to advance the grow h and expansi on of his gene pool. He thought that
was an anusing, although limted, view of what was going on; and he certainly
had no interest in such evolutionary theories as justifications of what he did.
He needed no justifications; that his goals were rationally desirable to himwas
all that was necessary or profitable to contenplate.

The worl d certainly deserved to be ruled by his gene pool, by those Wite
Angl o- Saxon Presbyterians and Epi scopal i ans who had gone to G oton and Harvard,
and occasionally there would be roomfor a bright boy fromYale, and this was so
obvious that it needed no |ong-range evolutionary justifications. You just had
to |l ook around the world to see that no other gene pool was smart enough, tough
enough, and fundanentally liberal enough to do the job justly and wi sely.

John Ruskin and Cecil Rhodes had seen the choice a century ago; a world ruled by
one Anglo oligarchy on scientific and socialist principles, or a world of
anarchy and chaos, with constant wars and revolutions. O course, there had been
some anarchy, chaos, wars, and revolutions since Drest had taken over, but that
was due to surviving ideol ogical poisons on the international systemand woul d
be cured when the planet had been on the correct, Drest-directed nental diet for
a few nore decades. But things were coning to a head. The damed Ruskies stil
obstinately clung to their obsol ete Adam Smith econonics, and much of the
Islamc world was unruly and rebel lious. But worst of all was the Discordian
Soci ety.

Drest knew all about the Discordian Society, or thought he did. He was convinced
they were behind this |atest attenpt to discredit the Conpany with that forged
diary linking themto the Bonny Benedict "Cream Pie" nurder. He al so believed
that they were the secret organization behind all the | esser conspiracies that
annoyed and sonetines frustrated himthe malignantly nihilistic Network that had
Potter Stewarted his own conputer and God knows how nmany ot her conputers, the
dupes in PCE and the Libertarian Imuortalist Party, the damed noralistic

meddl esone St ephenites, Wather Underground, the traitors over at Nava
Intelligence, the sinister Invisible Hand Society, the terroristic Mrituri, and
t he dammed Ruski es and Arabs.

Drest had first |earned about the Discordian Society in a strange, obscene,
subversive novel called Illum natus! He was convinced it was all fiction at
first. But then he discovered that the alleged Bible of the Discordians, the
perverse and paradoxical Principia Discordia, actually existed. Wen he put two
men on the case they soon reported that copies of the Principia could be found
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in many science-fiction and |libertarian bookstores all over Unistat, and that it
could be ordered through the mail from a conpany absurdly and di sarni ngly naned
Loom panics Unlimted in Port Townsend, WAshi ngton

O course he wanted to believe that was all there was to it, just a snall,
oddball cult no nore likely to influence events than the Libertarian
Imortalists were. But then bit by bit the daming details accunul ated. Enperor
Joshua Norton, King of the Jews, was a Discordian saint, and Enmperor Norton was
al so i nexplicably becoming an "in" person. There was a play about Enperor Norton
running in San Francisco, posters celebrating himfor sale all over the country.
The Discordian mantra "Fnord" was seen scrawled on walls in nore and nore

pl aces, and on the pyranmid on the back of the dollar bill. Characters in

I'l'lum natus!, who he had assuned were fictional, often appeared witing book or
movi e reviews for various mamgazi nes, and a check showed that they had been
witing letters to the Playboy Forum and the Chicago newspapers since the early
1960s. Discordi an cabal s appeared in England, Gernany, Japan, Australia, and the
nmost unli kely pl aces.

Drest had nade a careful study of the Discordian phil osophy and realized it was
the kind of outlandi sh nonsense that would appeal to the kind of people who nade
all the trouble in history-brilliant, intellectual, slightly deranged dope

fi ends and oddbal | nath-and-technol ogy buffs. Many of the pioneer Discordians
were conputer programmers (he renenbered that fact every tinme the Conpany's
conmputer answered a sinple programwith G VE ME A COOKI E or THE GOVERNMENT
SUCKS) and ot hers had docunmented |inks with the Libertarian Imortalists, the
LSD subcul ture, and groups as sinister as the witches and the anarchi sts.

The Di scordi ans believed that God was a Crazy Wnan. For the Wman part of it,
they used the usual Taoi st and Feninist arguments about the Creative Force being
dark, ferale, subtle, fecund, and in every way opposite to Male

Aut horitarianism For the Crazy part, they pointed to Pickering' s Mon, which
goes around backward, to rains of crabs and periw nkles and |ive snakes, to the
par adoxes of quantumtheory, and to the religious and political behavior of
humanity itself, all of which, they clained, denonstrated that the fabric of
reality was a nosai ¢ of chaos, confusion, deception, delusion, and Strange
Loops.

And, Drest knew, they were definitely linked with the Network. Although conputer
speci alists only spoke of the Network in whispers, the Conpany had a detail ed
file on them The Network was devoted to the | ong-suppressed, much persecuted,
but persistent underground religion of cocaine founded by the eccentric
physi ci an Signund Freud. They devoutly believed in the literal truth of Freud's
vision of the Superman. ("Wat is man? A bridge between the primte and the
superman-a bridge over an abyss," Freud wote in his Diary of a Hope Fiend.) To
achi eve the Supernan, the Network was systematically frustrating every other
group of conspirators on the planet by glitching the conputers, and nmeanwhile
diverting funds fromlegitimate activities to subsidize dissident scientists
engaged in research on imortality and higher intelligence. "Cocaine is a nenory
of the future" was the sick slogan of this msguided group of deranged
intellectuals. "Qur mnds will function as ecstatically as on cocai nhe, w thout
the jitters, once we achieve immortality and | earn to repro-gram our brains as
efficiently as we reprogramour conputers," they went on. "Wen we don't have to
die and can constantly increase our awareness of detail," they also said, "we

wi Il have no nore problens, only adventures." Naturally, every government in the
wor |l d, even the near-anarchistic Free Market naniacs in Russia, had outl awed
this bizarre cult.

An even nore sinister Discordian front organization, according to Drest's coldly
| ogi cal analysis of what was really going on, was the insidious |nvisible Hand
Soci ety.

What was nost devious about the Invisible Hand-ers was that they di sdai ned
secrecy and operated right out in the open, telling everybody what they were
doi ng and why and what they hoped to acconplish. They had offices in all mgjor
cities and gave free courses in their politico-econonic systemjust like the old
Henry George schools at the turn of the century.

It was very hard for Drest to persuade the other eight Unknown Men who rul ed the
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ClAin other parts of the world that the Invisible Hand was the nbst dangerous
sort of conspiracy.

"A conspiracy doesn't operate in the open," they kept rem nding him Sonetines
they would tell himhe was working too hard and should take a vacation

"That's what's so subtle and devilish about it," Drest would explain, over and
over. "Nobody can recognize a conspiracy that's out in the open. It's a kind of
optical illusion that they' re using to underm ne us."

"But they don't believe we exist," he would be told.

"That's an oversinplification,” he would insist. "They admt we exi st and occupy
space-tinme and so on. They just teach that all the titles we give ourselves are
meani ngl ess and all our acts are futile since the Invisible Hand controls
everyt hi ng, anyway."

The ot her eight woul d agai n suggest that Drest needed a vacation

Thi ngs were com ng to a head.

The first | esson given to people who signed up for the course of "Political and
Economi ¢ Reality" at the Invisible Hand Society, Drest knew, concerned policenen
and sol di ers.

Two nen in blue uniforns woul d appear on the stage, carrying guns.

"Blue uniforns are Real," the lecturer would say. "GQuns are Real. Policenen are
a social fiction."

Three nmen in brown uni forns woul d appear, carrying rifles.

"Brown uniforns are Real ," the lecturer would say. "Rifles are Real. Soldiers
are a social fiction."

And so it would go, all through the lecture. Pure mnd-rot, and, thank God, nost
people found it all so absurd, and yet so frightening, that they never cane back
for any of the subsequent |ectures.

But the people who did conme back worried Drest; they were the types he | oat hed
and feared. Like Cassius, they had a | ean and hungry | ook and they thought too
much.

And they thought about the wrong things.

And now there was the matter of the materializing-and-dematerializing Rehnqui st,
obviously a Discordian plot, in Drest's estinmation. Wat other group could
conceive it, much |l ess organi ze and acconplish it? Fnord, indeed!

There had been the case of the Anbassador who found it on a staircase; and the
ant i por nography crusader who encountered it, tenporarily painted red, white, and
blue, floating in a bow of Fruit Punch; and that unspeakabl e incident involving
Hi s Em nence the Very Reverend Archbi shop of Canterbury; and God knows how many
ot her cases the Conpany had never heard about.

And President Crane was said to be far nore of an oddball than anybody had
realized, having strange groups for mdnight neetings in the Oval Room where

i ncense was burned in profusion, and the Secret Service nen clained to hear
strange chants that sounded, they said, |ike "Yog-Sothoth Nebl odZi n." Things
were comng to a head.

THE OLD- TI ME RELI G ON

Charl es Wndsor, Prince of Wales, was about to be crowned King of Engl and.

It was a sacred occasion for all British subjects, still grieving for the Queen
Mot her, who had passed away so suddenly. But in the midst of the nourning, there
was much excitement, since Charles would obviously make a smashing ki ng; he was
bright, he was witty, he was good-I| ooki ng, and he had sense enough not to neddl e
in politics.

There was one di scordant voice in the crowd outside Bucki ngham Pal ace waiting
for the new king to return fromthe coronation at Wstm nster Abbey. This was a
pl unmp, stately young Irishman who kept singing, off key:

Own't we have a merry time

Dri nki ng whi skey, beer, and wi ne

On coronation

Cor onati on day

Voi ces kept telling himto hush, but he would turn to such spoil sports and say
dramatically, "The sacred pint alone is the lubrication of ny Mise."
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"Drunken ruffian," sonebody mnuttered.

"Well, what if he is?" the Irishman said suavely. "He still |ooks |ike a king,
and is that not what really matters?"

"I wasn't calling the king a drunken ruffian,
enotional | y.

" '"ere, now, who's calling ne bloody king a ruffian?" said a soldier. "I"lI

knock the Potter Stewarting head off any Potter Stewarting Bryanter that says a
word agai nst ne Potter Stewarting king!"

"Hush," another chorus joined in.

"Don't hush me, you Bryanting sods!"

"It's overcone | amentirely," the Irishman said, "by the rolling el oquence of
your |ean, unlovely English. You were quoting Shakespeare, perchance?"

" '"ere, are you nmeking sport of ne, mate? |'Il wing your Bryanting Potter
Stewarting neck, so | wll "

"Here he cones!" sonebody shout ed.

And ot her voices took up the cry: "The king! The king!"

Eva Cebl oonenkraft, certainly the loveliest woman in the crowd, had been
listening to all this with her own private anmusenent, but now she reached down
and began to open her purse, a bit stealthily, perhaps, yet not quite stealthily
enough, it seened, for another hand cl osed abruptly over hers.

"Runpol e, CID, Scotland Yard," said a voice, as a badge was flashed briefly.
"I"'mafraid you'll have to cone along, miss."

The Archbi shop of Canterbury had shared his suspicions about Ms. Gebl oonmenkraft
with the Yard, and they had been on the | ookout for her all through coronation
day.

But when they had her back in the interrogation roomon Bow Street, there was no
Rehnqui st in her purse.

"I sold it," she said after an hour of interrogation. And, at their baffled
expressi ons, she added, "It was beconing a bore. The joke was wearing thin.
needed sonething else to excite ne."

"That's why you do it, then?" Inspector Runpole asked. "For excitenent?"

Eva rai sed weary eyes. "Wen you have so nuch noney that you can literally hire
anybody to do literally anything, |life does becone tedious," she said. "It
requires some inagination, then, to restore zest to existence."

And all she had in her purse was a self-inflating balloon, which, when the cap
was crushed, expanded to a sphere nearly twenty feet in diameter bearing the

sl ogan, in huge psychedelic col ors:

OVERALL THERE IS A SMELL OF FRI ED ONI ONS

When next recorded the itinerant Rehnqui st was in the possession of Lady
Sybiline G eystoke, who had either purchased it directly from M. GCebl oomenkraft
or had acquired it from sonme go-between

Lady Sybiline was an eccentric, even for the British nobility. She was so far to
the right, politically, that she regarded the Magna Carta as dangerously

radi cal . She was so Hi gh Church that she referred to Charles | as "Saint Charles
the Martyr." She hunted lions, in Africa, and was a crack shot. She was al so,
secretly, president of the Sappho Society, the group of aristocratic Lesbians
who had secretly governed Engl and, behind the scenes, since their founder,

El i zabeth |

Lady Sybiline and her good and intimate friend, Lady Rose Potting-Shedde,
evidently found great amusement, between them wi th the Rehnquist, for they even
took it with them when Lady Sybiline enbarked, that summer, for her annual |ion
hunt in Kenya.

Their White Hunter on that expedition was a red-faced man nanmed Robert W] son,
who, |ike Clem Cotex, knew he was living in a book

Robert W/ son had di scovered this when sonebody showed hi mthe book in question
It was called Great Short Stories and was by some Yank nanmed Hemi ngway. And
there he was, Robert WIson, playing a featured role in the very first story,
"The Short Happy Life of Francis Mconber."

It was a shock, at first, to see hinself in a book, and it was a bit thick to
find his drinking and his red face described so dispassionately. It was |ike
seeing yourself on the telly, suddenly observing the-nman-who-was-you from

the voice protested, too
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out si de.

Then W/ son di scovered that he was in another book, but changed in totally
arbitrary ways that verged on surrealism This book was a bit of tommyrot and
dammed filth called The Universe Next Door, and he was, in fact, both inside it
and outside it, being both the author of it and a character in it.

Robert W1 son began to experience cycles of agitation, elation, anxiety, and a
growi ng sense of unreality.

Then came Lady Sybiline and Lady Rose and that nysterious object they kept in a
smal | box and kept joking about, obscurely, between thensel ves.

They called it Marion Brando.

The river had pebbles at the bottom They were shiny and small and the water
rushed over them constantly and you could see clear to the other side of it if
you had your gl asses on and weren't too drunk. Robert WIson stared at the
pebbl es, thinking they were |ike pearls, trying not to renenber what had
happened t hat norning.

"After all, it was a clean kill," Lady Sybiline said beside him He w shed she
woul dn't tal k. He wi shed she woul d go away and take Marion Brando with her

"The hills, in the distance,"” she said. "They | ook |ike white rhinoceri."

"They |l ook |like white rhinoceri," he said. "Jesus Christ."

"Don't talk that way."

"The bloody hills don't look at all like rhinoceri," he said. "They have no
horns, for one thing. No exoskel eton on the head. | never heard such a dammed

silly thing. They | ook |ike el ephants, actually."

"Stop it," she said. "It wasn't that bad."

"It was bl oody bad," he said. "Bloody awful bad."

"If it hadn't happened, would it be cute, then, for nme to say the hills | ook
Iike white rhinoceri?"

"I't wouldn't be cute no matter what happened.”

"Ch," she said. "It's like that."

"Yes," he said. "It's like that."

"WIIl you please please stop repeating everything | say?"

The water kept running, always running, over the pebbles that were |ike pearls.
"It was bad," he said again. "Bl oody awful bad."

"Are you always this rude to your clients?"

"Ch, it conmes down to that," he said. "The hired help have to keep a polite
tongue in their heads. You bl oody English."

"You're English yourself," she said.

"I"'mpart Irish. I wish | were all Irish now"

"Really. You don't have to go on like this. Everybody is a little bit
eccentric."

That was the kind of whining excuse he despised. He knew then that he was going
to be brutal. Sonebody had to teach them

"English literature,"” he said. "There is none in this century."

She cringed. He knew he had reached her
"Stop it," she said.

"Everything worth reading is by Irishnen,
O Casey."

"Stop it. Stop it."

"Behan. Bernard Shaw. O Fl aherty."

"Stop it. Stop it. Stop it."

he said. "Padraic Colum Beckett.

"I"'mstopping," he said. "I feel that | ve said all this before sonewhere,
al ready. But how could you do it?"
"It excites me," she said. "To have . . . Marion . . . there . . . while I'm

firing at a lion."

He shook his head. "You are a five-letter wonman," he said wearily.

But then the Rehnqui st nysteriously disappeared again, back in Nairobi, while
Lady Sybiline and Lady Rose were staying at the gl anorous new Mau Mau Hilton
Lady Sybiline was furious, but frustrated. There was no way of asking the hotel
to question its enployees about the theft wi thout describing the object that had
been stolen, and that was, of course, potentially enbarrassing.
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But she and Lady Rose had |ots of other exciting little ganmes, and they soon
forgot all about "Marion Brando."

Especially after they bought a beautiful plastic-and-rubber initation which they
christened "David Bow e."

It wasn't really theft, of course; Indole R ngh was a pious and holy man who
woul d never steal anything. It was his religious duty, as he conceived it, to
remove the holy relic fromthe heathens and return it to its rightful honel and.
Indol e Ringh was a brown, gnarled, perpetually smling little man, the of fspring
of ten generations of very conservative H ndus who had never accepted English

i deas or ideals.

He had, in fact, three personalities. One was just an ordi nary H ndu nobl eman
who was al ways smiling. The second, when he was in Samadhi, was an awe-inspiring
guru, no nore human than a statue of Brahma. The third, when he was in Dhyana,
was just the brightest, quickest, mnmpbst curious nonkey in the jungle.

He didn't believe in any of those personalities; he just watched them cone and
go, blandly indifferent.

Because he practiced hatha yoga, bhakti yoga, rajah yoga, and gnana yoga, and
because he snoked a great deal of bhang, he was as conscious of detail as Cem
Cotex or the | ate Pope Stephen. Because he believed the ol dest Vedas were the

i mportant ones, he had no truck with nodernistic notions of aceticism British
prudery, or heathen M ssionary nonsense of any sort.

He was a devout worshi per of Shiva, god of sex, intoxication, death, and
transformation. He believed that you couldn't cone to your senses until you went
out of your nmind. He kept alive, within his own province, the ancient cult of

Shiva-Kali, the divine couple whose enbrace generated the whole play of

exi st ence.

And now, in Nairobi of all places, he had found, sonehow in the possession of a
heat hen Engli shworman, the nost sacred of all lost relics-the Shivalingamitself,
the engine of the creative |ightning.

So it was not theft at all; he was nmerely restoring the relic to the place where

it belonged, in India.

In fact, he placed it on the altar in his own tenple, and invited the whol e
province to conme see it and marvel and know the power of the Divine Shiva, who
possessed such a tool of creativity.

He was going to restore the old-tine religion

He made a speech to the assenbled nultitude on the first day the Shivalingam was
di splayed in the temple. He told themthat the polarity of Shiva and Kali was
the basic pul se of creation. He said the Chinese dimy discerned this in their
yin and yang synbolism and the heathen West in their concept of positively and
negatively charged particles. He explained that the male-fenmale polarity was the
engi ne of creation, not just in the human and ani mal kingdoms, but in every
aspect of nature. He said that Samadhi and Dhyana and normal consci ousness were
equally real, equally unreal, and equally pointless, but that if you

contenpl ated this Shivalingam!|ong enough it wouldn't matter whether you

under stood any of this or not.

He was so bonbed on bhang that he kept going into Sanmadhi every few m nutes
during this, and the crowd, both his old disciples and newconers, decided he was
the wisest and holiest man in all |ndia.

a d Ringh kept smiling and going into Samadhi and explaining that we are al

bi sexual inmmortals who inhabit nmany universes and nind-states, and the crowd
kept cheering and getting higher on his vibes, and finally they all went into
the tenple and contenpl ated the Shivalingam where Indole R ngh had placed it on
the altar, facing the enornous carving of the sacred yoni of the Black Goddess,
Kali, and under the faded photograph of the Wse Man fromthe Wst, Genera

Crowl ey, who, even though an English heathen, had understood the Mysteries and
had spent many hours, while smoking bhang, discussing with Ringh's father how,
even in mathenatics, the sacred yoni appeared in both the shape and the
substance of 0, the void, while the |Iingam appeared in the shape and substance
of 1, the creative lightning, and how, out of the union of the 0 and 1, all of
the nunmbers of creation could be generated in binary notation

And as everybody nmeditated on the miracul ous return of the Shivalingam old
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Ri ngh renenbered how General Crow ey proni sed, when he had to return to the
West, that he would use what he had learned in India to teach the whole world
how the phallic spark of Inagination, represented by the 1 or |ingam generated
everything out of absolute 0, the dark yoni, nothingness.

PART ONE

FLGOSSI NG

Forget it, Jake. It's Chinatown.

-roman pol anski

OCCULT TECHNOLOGY

Let nme control a planet's oxygen supply and | don't care who makes the | aws.
-great cthul hus starry w sdom band

When C em Cotex decided to programhinself into the head space of the First Bank
of Religiosophy, he sent five dollars to Bad Ass, Texas, for Dr. Horace

Nai smth's cassette tape, "The Cccult Technol ogy of Mney and the Moneyl ords."
By the time the tape arrived in the mail, C em had been through so nmany
etgenstates, both as nmale and female, that he no | onger wondered about "the
stuff in the tomato juice" and was nerely noderately surprised occasionally that
nmost people were not as flexible in their thinking as he was. In fact, Cem had
been a Scientol ogist, a solipsist, and a Logical Positivist, anong other things,
inthe interim

Filling a pipe with Al anout Bl ack, the hashish of the Assassins, demlit up,
toked deeply, and began playing the tape of "The Cccult Technol ogy of Money and
the Moneyl ords. "

"The Federal Reserve Systema private bank responsible to nobody, despite its
nane-creates nmoney out of nothing," Naismth began in a pleasant Texas twang.
Clemtoked again and began to grok Naismith in his fullness.

The tape played on and C emtoked again each tinme he felt the need to grok nore
deeply.

Nai smith quoted Buckmi nster Fuller (the only Unistat President ever to resign
fromoffice) and Ezra Pound, the fol k singer, and John Adans and Tom Edi son and
a lot of other people who had | ong ago been on Cems list of fol ks who had
probably been given sonme of the "stuff" in the tomato juice. Al of these nen,
Nai smith pointed out, had proposed noney systens nore efficient and nore just
than the present Federal Reserve System

"There is no one nobney systemthat was ordained by God," Naismth said. "They
were all invented by human beings and can be inproved by human bei ngs.

"Now, what is noney?" Naismth asked. "Money is information. Ask any conputer
programer about that, if you don't believe it. Mmney is a signal, a unit of
pure information. It is as abstract as mathematics. Cattle served as nobney once.
So did leather. So did the precious netals. They were comodity nonies, because
they were worth sonmething in thensel ves. Mddern paper noney is pure informtion,
worth absolutely zilch, except for the signals printed onit." Cemreally began
to get Naismith's perspective. He toked again, feeling the Big |dea behind the
First Bank of Religi osophy.

"Money in the nodern world,"” Naismth went on, "is no nore than a pronise to
pay. If you look at the bills in your wallet right now, you'll see what they're
promi sing to pay. They're prom sing to pay you nmore paper. They don't have to
give you a gramof gold or silver or any real commodity. They'll give you nore
paper if you want to trade in the paper you already have. Didn't that ever
strike you as a little bit funny?

"Think of it this way," Naismth said, warmng to his subject. "This is a corny
old Sufi parable, but it nmight help you to get the picture."

The great Sufi sage Nasrudin, Naismth said, once invented a magi ¢ wand. W shing
to patent such a val uabl e device, Nasrudin waved the wand and created a patent
of fice, which i medi ately appeared in 3-D Techni col or.

Nasrudin then wal ked in and told the clerk, "I want to patent a magic wand."
"You can't do that," said the clerk. "There is no such thing as a nagi c wand."
Nasrudi n i mredi ately waved his wand again, and the patent office and the clerk
bot h di sappear ed.
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"Jesus and Ludwig Christ!" CemCotex cried. He junped up and turned off the
tapes, totally At One with the doctrine of Religiosophy. "Mney is information,"
he muttered, beginning to pace the room stoned out of his gourd. "Holy snakes
and | adders. 'Humanity is the synbol-using class of life, and those who contro
synbols control us.' | read that in Korzybski aeons ago. Information!"

Clemsat down at his desk and spread out a |arge piece of paper. He drew an

el aborate scroll around it and printed at the top, "COTEX RESERVE SYSTEM " He
made it a cashier's check to the Treasury of Unistat for ten million dollars, to
be repaid at the prine interest rate of 15 percent. He then decorated another

pi ece of paper, making it a Unistat National Bond, payable to the Cotex Reserve
Systemfor ten nillion dollars, thereby giving CRS the credit to | oan ten
mllion to Unistat.

He then switched the pieces of paper around on the desk. Cotex Reserve seened to
be ten mllion dollars ahead, and yet Unistat owed themten million plus 15
percent interest per year.

("You can't do that. There is no such thing as a nagi c wand.")

Cl em | aughed hysterically. He renmenbered Sinon Moon trying to explain Spencer
Brown's Laws of Formto him "To cross again is not to cross." Inflation,

defl ation, recession, depression: they were all |ike Nasrudin's patent office.
Cl em knew he was in the state where synchronicities occur, so he went to his
bookcase, picked a volune at random and stuck his finger in, |looking for the
Message that would turn the whol e experience into a full-scale Satori

He was in The Nature of the Physical Wrld by Sir Arthur Eddington, and the
sentence he had found was:

We have certain preconceived i deas about |ocation in space which have conme down
to us from apeli ke ancestors.

Clem Cotex laughed for nearly fifteen mnutes. The next tinme he net Bl ake

Wl lians, he unleashed his Illumnation in an aphorismthat he was convi nced
woul d, for once, startle the seeningly unflappabl e ant hropol ogi st.

"Money is the Schrodinger's Cat of economics,” Cemsaid, waiting for sone
sensational reaction

"Ch," WIllians said quietly, "you' ve noticed that too?"

Dr. Horace Naismith had founded the First Bank of Religiosophy in Bad Ass,
Texas, because he wanted to be sure nobody in the Establishnent would take it
seriously.

It was his plan to underm ne the Federal Reserve System wi thout their noticing
what was happeni ng.

Everything in Bad Ass was considered too absurd and repugnant for serious

consi deration. Bad Ass Township and the whol e of Bad Ass County were a source of
nati onal enbarrassment.

Bad Ass had been founded by descendants of the fanbus Jukes and Kalli kak
famlies, carriers of virulent idiocy genes, together with a few Snopeses who
had been driven out of M ssissippi for unnatural acts.

The Bad Ass School Board banned not only Evolution and Sex Education, but
non- Eucl i dean geonetry, the metric system cultural anthropol ogy, and all
history texts witten outside Texas.

Despite the President, the Supreme Court, Congress, the TV networks and Jack
Anderson, the Bad Ass County Line still bore the traditional sign: DON T LET THE
SUN SET ON YOU IN BAD ASS, NIGGER. All roads |eading to Bad Ass Township were
littered with the deconposi ng bodies of rmurdered civil rights workers.
Everybody in Unistat was profoundly ashamed of Bad Ass and wished it were part
of sonme other country. They never realized that, to the rest of the world,

Uni stat | ooked |ike Bad Ass County.

President Fuller, the man whose noney ideas had inspired Dr. Naisnith, was the
only President in the history of Unistat to resign from office.

He had resigned only three nonths after taking office, and he did it on the
radio. "I sinply can't find any way to do anything socially useful here," he
said with that innocent sincerity that had charmed the voters into electing him
"I listened to sone well-neaning friends and ran for this office," Fuller went
on, "and | now realize | was a perfect dammed fool. The synergetic interlock or
real tine vectors in Universe cannot be augnmented from here."
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The peopl e-and, even nore, the other politicians-were outraged. They call ed
Ful l er a mugwunp and wanted to punish him Unfortunately, the only way to punish
a politician is to refuse to vote for him and Fuller was no |longer a politician
and refused to run for any office, so they had to be satisfied with just calling
hi ma nut.

That was in the 1930s, and everybody forgot about Fuller until the 1960s, when
it turned out that his hobby- odd geonetries-had a | ot of practica

appl i cations.

But still nobody took Fuller's noney theories seriously, except Dr. Naismth
and Eve Hubbard, who had run for President in 1980 on the Libertarian
Imortalist ticket ("An End to Death and Taxes!").

There was anot her President of Unistat who resigned, actually, but he "only" (as
they say) existed in a novel. This was a science-fiction thriller set in a
paral |l el universe and was called Wgner's Friend. It was about the worst
possi bl e President the author, a Harvard professor naned Leary, could inagine.
The President in Leary's book, called Noxin, was a nonster. He got the country
into totally unnecessary wars wi thout the consent, and sonetinmes even without
the know edge, of Congress. He lied all the tinme, conpulsively, even when it
wasn't necessary. He put w retaps on everybody-even on hinself. (Leary, a
psychol ogi st, claimed this bizarre fantasy, which smacked of satire, was
possible, for a certain type of paranoid mnd.) He used the FBI and the IRS to
harass every citizen who resisted this tyranny. He not only took bribes, but
even had a team of enforcers who extorted "canpai gn" noney from corporations
under threat of turning the IRS on them H's political enenmies all died in a
series of strange assassinations that couldn't be expl ai ned. When Congress
started investigating his crinmes, he betrayed his own co-conspirators one by
one.

Noxi n even m sappropriated government noney to fix up his house, and cheated on
hi s incone tax.

The book was a runaway best-seller, because it had a taut, suspenseful plot and
because Unistaters could congratul ate thensel ves on not being dunb enough to
ever elect such a President.

Nai smth, despite his Texas accent, was no inbecile; he had his finger on part
of what was really going on

The Federal Reserve did create noney out of nothing. So did all the other banks.
The laws of Unistat allowed this, by permtting banks to issue |loans up to as
much as eight tinmes the anpbunt they had in deposits. Every tine a bank made a

| oan on noney they didn't actually have, they were creating noney.

Most of the people who knew about this (aside fromthe bankers) went paranoid
worrying about it. This was because they did not realize how nmuch of their
Reality was created in simlarly occult ways.

The Federal Reserve made it possible for other banks to | oan what they didn't
have. The Fed "guaranteed" the credit of the banks.

The Fed was able to make this guarantee because it had lots of credit itself, in
the form of governnent bonds.

The governnent bonds were good because they were guaranteed by |loans fromthe
Fed.

The | oans fromthe Fed were guaranteed because the governnment gave them bonds.
And this was safe, because the bonds (renmenber) were guaranteed by the Fed.
That's why C em Cotex | aughed for half an hour when he finally figured out the
Uni stat econony.

The Communi sts had instituted this nonetary policy because it nade virtually al
commer ce dependent on noney that didn't exist.

The Communi sts had abandoned pure Marxismin 1904 and were now followi ng a
system based partly on Marx and partly on traditional shamani sm

The whol e Conmuni st novenent had secretly been taken over, in 1904, by Cenera

E. A Cowey, the fanous explorer. Crow ey had learned a lot fromthe triba
shamans in the "backward" parts of the world he frequented. Chiefly, he had

| earned that the universe is created by the participation of its participants.
Franklin Del ano Roosevelt was hand-pi cked by General Crowl ey to manage the
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Conmruni st takeover of Unistat. Crow ey picked Roosevelt chiefly because of his
radi o voi ce. The agreenent was sinple: Crow ey woul d keep Roosevelt supplied

wi th wonen-"That crip Casanova never gets enough," he was soon conpl ai ni ng-and
Roosevelt, in turn, introduced Nasrudin's nmagic wand to political econony.

Even though many cl ear-sighted, patriotic citizens saw t hrough Roosevelt and
war ned, repeatedly, that he was | eading the country to comunism the majority
paid no heed to these voices of reason. They were charned by Roosevelt's radio
voi ce, as Crowl ey had predicted.

Actual |y, Roosevelt kept before him every tine he spoke on radio, a large sign
with a wise saying attributed to the nan who won the Bad Ass Hog Cal | i ng Cont est
in 1923. The sign said:

YOU VE GOT TO HAVE APPEAL AS VWELL AS POAER IN YOUR VO CE. YOU MJST CONVI NCE THE
SWNE THAT YOU HAVE SOVETHI NG FOR THEM

Unfortunately, Roosevelt was assassinated by a disgruntled office seeker in
1937.

The Communi sts found an equally | oyal servant in 1948, however, in the fanous
General Douglas MacArthur, who was a military genius with one fatal flaw he had
an ego so large that only by contenplating the mathematical definition of
infinity could anything so linitless be inagi ned.

MacArt hur conpl eted the Conmuni zation of Unistat in return for having his

pi cture put on pennies, nickels, dinmes, dollars, postage stanps, paintings in
every public place, GI.-issue condons, the ceilings of barber shops, Munt
Rushnore, the Sistine Chapel frescoes (advising God during the Creation), all
gover nnent docunments, the chief balloon in all Micy's parades, in place of the
test pattern on TV screens, marriage |icenses, dog licenses, and in various
other places that he thought of frorn tine to tine.

A brave and patriotic senator, Joseph R MCarthy, attenpted to expose

MacArt hur's governnent, which was staffed entirely by card-carrying Comruni sts.
(The Communi sts carried cards because, with so many conspiraci es going on at the
time, it was the only way they could identify thensel ves to one another.) The
senator was sneared by the press, censured by his coll eagues, and hounded to an
early grave

"l ke" Ei senhower, a popular Western filmstar of the period, contributed to
McCart hy's denmi se by naking a national tour supporting the President.

"I don't know anything about politics or mlitary strategy," old "Ilke" would
tell audiences, his face full of stupid sincerity. "But | know General MacArthur
is a smart nman and a tough man and can outfox the Commies every tinme."

Li ke al nost everybody el se, "lke" thought the Communi sts had taken over Russi a,
not Uni stat.

One of the nost insidious things the CI A Conmunists did when they took over

Uni stat was to change the Constitution.

The original Constitution, having been witten by a group of intellectua
|libertines and Freermasons in the eighteenth century, included an amendnment which
decl ar ed:

A self-regulated sex |ife being necessary to the happiness of a citizen, the
right of the people to keep and enj oy pornography shall not be abridged.

Thi s anendnent had been suggested by Thomas Jefferson, who had over nine hundred
Bl ack concubi nes, and Benjanin Franklin, a nmenber of the Hell Fire C ub, which
had the | argest collection of erotic books and art in the Western world at that
tinme.

The Communi sts changed the amendnent to read:

A well-regulated nmilitia being necessary to the security of a free state, the
right of the citizens to keep and bear arns shall not be abridged.

Al'l docunents and textbooks were changed, so that nobody would be able to find
out what the anendnent had originally said. Then the Comunists set up a front
organi zation, the National Rifle Association, to encourage the w de usage of
guns of all sorts, and to battle any attenpt to control guns as
"unconstitutional."

Thus, they guaranteed that the nurder rate in Unistat woul d al ways be the

hi ghest in the world. This kept the citizens in perpetual anxiety about their
safety both on the streets and in their hones. The citizens then tolerated the
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rapid growh of the Police State, which controlled al nost everything, except the
sal e of guns, the chief cause of crine.

THE BACHS BOX

The W/ hel m Fri edemann Bach Soci ety was in the same downt own WAshi ngton buil di ng
as the Warren Belch Society and the Invisible Hand Society, but C em Cotex never
t hought nuch about them He assuned, as did everybody el se who noticed the name
on the building directory, that the W F. Bach Society was just a group of
musi col ogi st s.

Not hi ng coul d have been further fromthe truth.

They were also trying to find out "what the hell is really going on."

This odd fraternity had named t hensel ves after W F. Bach not just for his
musi ¢, which was superb, but for his effrontery, which was even nore superb

W hel m Fri ede- mann Bach, one of the twenty children of Johann Sebasti an Bach,
did not have the easy and imredi ate success of his brothers, Johann Christian
Bach and Carl Philipp Eman-uel Bach. In fact, because he was original and
because he had to conpete with the other three Bachs (already well established
in the esteemof nusic lovers), WIhelmFriedemann was neglected for a long tine
and nmi ght have ended his days in poverty and obscurity. But W F. Bach was not
the sort of man to take defeat easily. He hit on a plan which caused his nusic
to be played everywhere, and nade himquite a bundl e of Deutschmarks, even

t hough people were still saying he was the | east inportant of the Bachs.

W hel m Fri edemann had sinmply sold his conpositions, one by one, as newy

di scovered work by his father, J. S. Bach.

O course there had been art forgers and nusic forgers and even novel forgers
both before and after W F. Bach, but he had raised the phil osophical ante on
the bot hersome question "If a work of art cannot be distinguished froma
masterpiece, is it not a nasterpiece?" or, in the vernacular, "How inmportant is
a Potter Stewarting signature, anyway?"

The original nmenmbers of the W F. Bach Society were people who had owned some
magni fi cent Van Goghs back in the 1960s. Then one traumatic day, they did not
own any Van Goghs at all. They owned El Mrs.

El Mr was the nost talented painting forger of that tinme. Hi s Van Goghs,
Cezannes, and Mbodiglianis were totally indistinguishable from"the real thing,"
what ever that is. It was widely believed, after EIl Mr was exposed by anot her
forger named Irving, that many masterpieces still hanging in nuseuns were E
Mr's work. Indeed, EI Mr insisted on that, regarding it as the cream of the

j est.

Sone said that these EIl Mrs still hung in nmuseuns because the experts had not
yet found any way to distinguish themfrom®"real" art. Ohers said that the
experts, once aware of El Mr's work, could distinguish it fromVan Gogh's or
Cezanne's or Modigliani's, but would not do so, because they had authenticated
the fakes originally and did not want anybody to know that they had been fool ed.
Bl ake WIliams, Ph.D., had purchased a very fine EI Mr, under the inpression it
was a Van CGogh, after the great success of his popul arized book on primate
psychol ogy, How to Tell Your Friends fromthe Apes. WIllianms was then in the

m dst of his first phase synthesizing General Semantics and Zen Buddhism and he
i medi atel y recogni zed what was really going on when identifiable El Mrs were
everywhere falling in value after the great Expose.

It was a glitch, he decided

He called together a small group of people who al so owned identified EIl Mrs and
begged them not to believe that they had been deceived.

"A signhature," he told themearnestly, "is not an economic Good in itself, |ike
gold or land or factories. It is only a squiggle given contextual neaning by
soci al convention."

He went on like that for nearly an hour. He spoke of the differences between the
map and the territory; between the spoken word ("a sonic wave in the

at mosphere”) and the nonverbal thing or event which the word nerely designates;
bet ween the nenu and the neal. He quoted Hune, Einstein, Korzybski, and Pope
Stephen. He dragged in the latest theories in perception psychol ogy,
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Et hnome- t hodol ogy, and MLuhan's version of nedi a- message anal ysi s.

He remi nded themthat Carlos Castaneda had studi ed Et hnonethodol ogy with
Garfinkl e before studyi ng shamani smw th Don Juan Matus, and he assured them as
a professional anthropol ogist, that anyone who has the power to define reality
for you has becone a sorcerer, if you don't catch the bastard real quick

By this time a lot of his audience was irritated and a little frightened-nutters
of "He's just a damed crank" were heard from sone corners of the room but
others were listening, enthrall ed.

WIllians resorted to psycho-drama and Role Playing to get his point across. He

said that he would pretend to be an extraterrestrial-"1 wonder if it's just
pretending," said an awed voice fromthe group who had followed this lecture
with a sense of Illunmination. Play-acting the extraterrestrial, WIlianms defied

themto explain several things to him rationally and |ogically, w thout
assuning he had "intuitive" or a priori know edge about what they took for

gr ant ed.
He wanted to know, first, the difference between a dollar bill printed by the
Uni stat Treasury and a dollar bill printed by a gang of counterfeiters.

Everybody got excited, and nobst of themgot angry, in the course of trying to
make this distinction clear to the extraterrestrial, who was very literal and

| ogi cal, and did not understand anything they took for granted until it was
explained literally and | ogically.

By the tinme the extraterrestrial was willing to grant that there was an

agr eed-upon difference between the two bills created by social consensus, a few
peopl e had left, saying, "It's just an el aborate put-on."

But the others, who stuck it out, were next confronted with a dollar bill hung
in a nuseumas "found" art. WIllians, the extraterrestrial, wanted to know

whet her its value was the sanme as, greater than, or less than it had been before
bei ng hung in the nuseum

More people lost their tenpers in the course of his discussion

But WIllians persisted. Still playing extraterrestrial, he wanted to know if it
made any difference if the dollar hung in the nuseumas "found" art had been
printed by the Treasury or by the crinminal gang.

After a few minutes of this topic nost of the people in the roomwere junping up
and down |ike the Anbassador who found the Rehnqui st on the stairs.

WIllians had no nercy. He next wanted themto explain the difference between any
or all of the above and an exact duplicate of any or all of them painted by Roy
Li chtenstein and exhibited as Pop Art.

After a half hour nore he pointed out that they were argui ng anong thensel ves
even nore than they were attenpting to explain these nysteries to him He al so
mentioned, not too cruelly, that nany of themhad arrived at the state where
they seemed to believe their definitions would beconme nore convincing if they
just repeated them at a | ouder decibel |evel

WIllians then gave up the extraterrestrial gane and tried to restore order. He
became droll and told themthe old story of how Picasso, asked to identify the
real Picas-sos in a group of possible fakes, had put one of his own canvases
anong the fraudul ent group. "But," an art deal er anong those present protested,
"l saw you paint that one nyself, Pablo."

"No matter," said the Great Man inperturbably, "I can fake a Picasso as well as
anybody. "

He remi nded themthat Andy Warhol kept a closet full of Canpbell's soup cans,
and gave autographed cans to people he liked so they could own "a genui ne
Warhol ." He pointed out, after the |laugh subsided, that neither
extraterrestrials nor terrestrials could agree on the difference in val ue

bet ween a Treasury dollar signed by Warhol and thereby beconing "a genui ne
Warhol ," a counterfeit dollar signed by Warhol for the purpose-giving "a genuine
Warhol" to a friend, a Treasury dollar with Warhol's signature forged by EI Mr,
a Treasury dollar with Warhol's signature forged by an unknown crimnal, and a
counterfeit dollar with Warhol's signature forged by Wlliam S. Burroughs, the
founder of Neo- Cubi st painting.

He said that Ethnonethodol ogi sts knew that the border between the Real and the
Unreal was not fixed, but just marked the |ast place where rival gangs of
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shamans had fought each other to a stalemate. He said the border had shifted
after each major conceptual struggle, as national borders shift after mlitary
struggl es. He defined everybody who attenpted to define Reality, including

hi nsel f, as a consci ous or unconsci ous co-conspirator with sone gang of shanmans
who are trying to inpose their gane on the rest of us.

He said that both the economics of art and the art of econom cs were determ ned
by shamans, whet her they knew thensel ves as shamans or not.

"Crazy as a bedbug," said the last nan to quit the room

The remai nder were staring at Wllians with devout awe. They felt that he had
renoved great nmurky shadows fromtheir mnds and brought themforward into the
l'i ght.

W I liams had nade sone Converts.

He settl ed back in an easy chair-he had been standing in his Full Professor

| ecture-room style through nost of this-and got chatty and informal. He told
themthe little-known story of Pope Stephen's parable to the Spani sh Cardi na
who had told himthat "seeking for the Real"” was pointless since the Real is
pal pably right in front of our noses.

"Everybody knows," Pope Stephen had said, "that | studied singing and nedici ne
before | decided to nake the priesthood ny life's work. Wat few know is that |
al so considered becom ng a novelist. | often wonder, nyself, if | ever abandoned
that last anbition. Sometines | feel like a novelist pretending to be a Pope, to
see what it's like. And sonetines | even think the whole Church is a very old
novel which I've revised and noderni zed. And, ny reverend brother in Christ,
sonetines | even think that 1'mnot alone in this novel-witing business;

think that every man, wonan, and child on this planet is witing a novel inside
their heads, all day long, every day-editing, rewiting, touching things up,

i mproving a page here and throwi ng a page out somewhere else. The only
difference is that when | wite a novel, it becones an Encyclical, and is
therefore Reality for mllions of believers."

Wl lians now had five True Believers out of the thirty persons he had call ed
together. The five, together with WIllians, founded the W F. Bach Society that
night, and set out to inpose their definition of Art on the rest of the world.
They began by finding and financing Orson Wl les, an obese genius who m ght have
been the world's greatest filmdirector if he had only been allowed to direct
films.

Wl les was not allowed to direct filnms because he had made the mistake, his
first time out, of nmaking a novie about Charles Foster Hearst, the richest and
nost powerful of the Communi st clique who ruled Unistat. Welles changed the
nane, of course, and called his novie character WIIliam Randol ph Kane, but few
were deceived by this, and Hearst certainly wasn't.

The novie had a scene, at the beginning, in which a conservative banker said
bluntly that "Kane" (Hearst) was a Communist. It went on to nmake a big nystery
about the word "Rosebud,” which referred to General Crowl ey's system of "Rosy
Cross" Cabalistic magi ck which the Communi sts were using to nmake noney out of
not hing. It exposed, alnpbst blatantly, how Unistat was actually governed.
Wel | es was bl acklisted, and spent the rest of his |ife wandering around the
world playing bit parts in filns by other directors.

The W F. Bach Society financed Wl les in the making of his second film Art Is
What You Can Get Away Wth, which was a bold glorification of EIl Mr.

Next, the W F. Bach cabal financed a new literary journal, Passaic Review,

whi ch they advertised so widely that everybody with any pretense to being an
intellectual had to read it.

The Passai ¢ Revi ew heaped scorn and invective on the established literary idols
of the time-Sinon Mion, the neo-surrealist novelist; Gerald Ford, the
"country-and-western" poet; Nornman Miler; Robert Heinlein; TimH]Idebrand; and
so on. They al so denounced all the alleged "greats" of the first part of the
century, like H P. Lovecraft, Henry Janmes, T. S. Eliot, and Robert Putney

Dr ake.

They established their own pantheon of "great" witers, which included WIIliam
Butl er Yeats (an obscure Irish schoolteacher nobody had ever heard of), A af
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St apl edon, Arthur Fl egenhei mer, and Jonathan Lati ner.

After only two years of bonbardnent by the erudite and authoritative-sounding
articles in Passaic Review, nost self-declared intellectuals were seriously
conparing Yeats with Eliot and granting that some of Stapledon's novels were as
good as anything by Janes or Drake.

Al'l of this was an experinent, actually. Blake WIIlians had not believed
everything he told the founders of the W F. Bach Society. He was convinced that
a great deal of what passes for Value was created, not by |abor as the Marxists
t hought, nor by supply-and-denmand as the Free Market econonists clained, but by
what he as an ant hropol ogi st recogni zed as shamani sm

He was trying to find out how nmuch Val ue, and hence how nuch Reality, was so
creat ed.

He believed that |arge hunks of experience could be altered by people who
regarded thensel ves as shamans and consi dered anyone who opposed themto be
rival shamans trying to sell an alternative Reality.

It was his plan to nove the Bach group, slowy, from experinmenting upon the
economics of art to experinenting upon the art of econom cs.

He knew that Val ue was the Schrdédinger's Cat in every equation

THE MAD FI SHMONGER AGAI N

"Gentlemen," CemCotex said snugly, "I believe | have identified the Mad

Fi shnonger . "

The entire nenbership of the Warren Belch Society- all eight of themwere
assenbled in the tiny office and a gasp of astonishment went up

"Yes," Clemsaid enphatically, standing at the head of the table, under the
portrait of Wgner's Friend, "I believe | have a positive 'nmake' on the
"suspect,' as Jack Webb would say."

Ant hr opol ogi st Blake Wl lians, he of the nonunental obsession upon Schrédi nger's
occasional ly dead cat, spoke first. "Who?" he cried, alnost in the tone of one
who hears that the circle has, at |ast, been squared.

"Let nme present the evidence," Cotex said with a solemity that fit the
occasion. He doused the lights and stepped to his slide-projector nachine.

On the screen at the other end of the office appeared a well-known face.
"That's General Crowl ey, the discoverer of the North Pole!" exclained Professor
Percy "Prinme" Tine.

"Yes," said Clem Cotex with deliberation. "General Edward A. Crow ey, the
best - known expl orer and adventurer of the early decades of our century. The
nodel of the English nobleman. The idol of young boys everywhere. Genera

Crow ey, indeed." He paused dramatically.

"Look at those eyes." Cenms voice suddenly had the tone of Perry Mason
addressing the court. "How would you descri be those dark and broodi ng orbs, ny
friends?"

"Well," Dr. WIllians said, "he has what | believe is called urn a piercing
gaze."

"Exactly," Cotex said. "A piercing gaze."

Anot her picture of General Crowl ey cane on the screen. And anot her. And anot her
"The same piercing gaze," Cemsaid pointedly, "year after year. No matter where
he i s when a phot ographer pops up-Africa, Mexico, the North Pole; it doesn't
matt er - al ways the sane piercing gaze."

"Wel |l ah aren't heroes supposed to have a piercing gaze?" AOd Prine Tine
protested, wondering if this was just another of Clems wld-goose chases.

"In a certain class of sensational fiction," Cemsaid tightly, "heroes have a
pi ercing gaze. Sonetinmes the villains do too-Fu Manchu for instance. But we are
not living in that kind of novel," he went on, not bothering to tell themhis
opi ni on of what kind of novel they were living in. "lIn our reality, a piercing
gaze neans only one thing, and you all know what it is, gentlenmen.”

Anot her picture of General Crowl ey cane on the screen, one in which he was nmuch
ol der than in the previous four photos; but he still had the sane dark and
deep-yes, piercing-gaze.

"These are the eyes," Cemsaid, "of a hopeless slave of the hashish habit. Now,

file:/lIF|/rah/R.%20A.%20Wilson/Wilson,%20R.A.%20-%20SchrodingersCatTrilogy.txt (185 of 207) [7/19/03 12:37:42 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/R.%20A .%20Wilson/Wil son,%20R.A .%20-%20SchrodingersCat Tril ogy.txt

as you all know, nmany English nmilitary nmen acquired a taste for the resin of the
Cannabis Indica plant while in India, and were none the worse for it. Certainly,
an occasi onal smoke of the hash is an enjoyable, even a nind-expanding,

experience. | daresay nost of you here have tried it, and | gladly admt that |
have. But a sensible nman keeps such diversions within certain bounds. Such a
sane, sound nman does not 'do a nunber' (as our younger people call it) unti
evening, or at least until twilight. Wll, naybe |ate afternoon, occasionally.

Perhaps in the norning once in a while. But not one stick of hash after another,
day after day, year after year, for twenty, thirty, forty years! No: one who
fits that description is a slave of the habit, a hashish robot, a nman whose mnd
has | ost contact with Reality (whatever that is) and wanders am d the phantasns
of his own poisoned brain. A man, as the Irish say, whose nm nd had been taken
away by the Wee People."

Al'l gazed up at the photo of General Crow ey, "the last of the Kipling heroes,"
as a journalist had called him and Crow ey gazed back at them stony-eyed,

i npassi ve, enignmatic.

"Now, | have been studying all of General Crow ey's wanderings," Cemwent on
"He was, in fact, back in England during Novenber of 1881. The crab and

periwi nkl e prank woul d have been easy for a nan of his wealth, if his nmnd had
al ready acquired that strange quirk, that twist in the sensibility, which
cannabi s abusers refer to in their own argot as 'a spaced-out sense of hunor.'
"I'n 1893, what do we find?" Clemcontinued. "General Crowl ey was visiting the
Jersey shore, right here in Unistat, 'fishing and relaxing,' he says in his

aut obi ography. And that very sumer we see the first record of 'the Jersey
Devil,' that fabulous nonster that |ooked Iike a gorilla, junped |ike a
kangar oo, and glowed in the dark

"I think we can discount |ater appearances of the Jersey Devil," Cemsaid
argunentatively, "as the work of |esser pranksters, inspired by Genera
Crowley's initial success. "In 1904," Cemwent on, "there was the fanous
werewol f scare in Northumberland. General Crowl ey was back in England that year
In 1905 we have the first najor UFO flap in Spain. CGeneral Crow ey was
vacationing there. In 1908 gnonmes and other Little Green Men were reported in
Switzerland. General Crow ey was there, allegedly only to clinb nountains.

"And so it goes," Cemsaid bluntly, flicking the lights back on. "Over
fifty-six percent of all the weird data collected by the conservative Forteans,
by our own nore inmaginative group, and by all the UFO buffs, for the years of
1860 to 1930-the years of General Crowey's |life- correlate with the General's
own novenents. Even the Loch Ness Monster first began to appear after he bought
Bol eski ne House, on the shore on Loch Ness.

"I think, gentlenmen, that the conclusion is inescapable. CGeneral Edward A

Crow ey, the mountaineer, the adventurer, the explorer, was a nan unhi nged by
hashi sh abuse. He had becone a conpul sive, obsessive, sonetines sadistic
practical joker. After all, |I think the psychology of it is easy to understand,
especially to those of us who, while not enslaved by the habit as he was, have
had our own little adventures with the cannabis nol ecule. The world was becom ng
increasingly materialistic, bureaucratic, and-to a nman |like Crowl ey-dull. He set
out to restore the Mysterious, the Mgical, even the Frightening, to us. He was
the |l ast Romantic.

"l have no doubt of it," C emconcluded. "Ceneral Crow ey was the Mad Fi shnonger
of Worcester."

"By George," Blake WIllians said, "I think you've really got it."

There were nurnurs of agreenent. But then Professor Fred "Fidgets" Digits spoke
up suddenly: "This opens a whole new can of worns," he said. "If General Crow ey
was-wel |, what he now appears to be, a comon hoaxter- well, gentlenen, can we
trust his reports on the North Pole expedition?"

"I fear not," Cem Cotex said. "That question cane to nme as soon as | began to
realize Crowley's true character. W can't believe the North Pole story at all
It may just be another of his jokes. W may have been wong for years,
gent | enen.

"The earth may not be hollow, after all."

Down the hall the Invisible Hand Soci ety was having problens of its own.
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A group of the nore avant-garde nenbers had becone convinced of the existence of
the Tooth Fairy and were trying to convert everybody el se.

Naturally, Dr. Rauss Elysiumdid not Iike this. He felt it reduced the
principles of the Invisible Hand Society to absurdity.

Dr. Rauss El ysium had sumred up the entire science of economcs in four
propositions, to wit:

1. Find out who profits fromit.

This was nerely a restatenent of the old Latin proverb-a favorite of Lenin's-cu
bono?

2. Groups never neet together except to conspire agai nst other groups

This was a generalization of Adam Smith's nore limted proposition "Men of the
same profession never neet together except to defraud the general public."” Dr.
Rauss El ysium had realized that it applies not just to nerchants, but to groups
of all sorts, including the governnental sector

4. Every system evol ves and expands until it encroaches upon other systens.
This was just a sinplification of nost of the discoveries of ecology and Genera
Systens Theory.

4. It all returns to equilibrium eventually.

This was based on a broad Evol utionary Perspective and was the basic faith of
the Invisible Hand nystique. Dr. Rauss Elysium had nerely recogni zed that the

I nvisible Hand, first noted by Adam Smth, operates everywhere. The Invisible
Hand, Dr. Rauss El ysiumclai ned, does not nerely function in a free market, as
Smith had thought, but continues to control everything no matter how nmany
conspiracies, in or out of government, attenpt to frustrate it. I|ndeed, by
including Propositions 2 and 3 inside the perspective of this Proposition 4, it
was obvi ous-at |east to himthat conspiracy, governnent interference, nonopoly,
and all other attenpts to frustrate the Invisible Hand were thensel ves part of
the intricate, conplex working of the Invisible Hand itself.

He was an econonic Taoi st.

The I nvisible Hand-ers were bitterly hated by the orthodox old Libertarians. The
old Libertarians clainmed that the Invisible Hand-ers had carried Adam Smth to
the point of self-contradiction

The 1 nvisible Hand peopl e, of course, denied that.

"We're not telling you not to oppose the governnent,"” Dr. Rauss El ysi um al ways
told them "That's your genetic and evolutionary function; just as it's the
governnent's function to oppose you."

"But," the Libertarians would protest, "if you don't join us, the governnent

wi Il evolve and expand indefinitely."

"Not so," Dr. Rauss Elysiumwould say, with supreme Faith. "It will only evol ve
and expand until it creates sufficient opposition. Your coalition is that

sufficient opposition at this tine and place. If it were not sufficient, there
woul d be nore of you."

Sone Invisible Hand-ers, of course, eventually quit and returned to orthodox

Li bertari ani sm

They said that, no matter how hard they | ooked, they couldn't see the Invisible
Hand.

"You' re not |ooking hard enough,” Dr. Rauss Elysiumtold them "You've got to
notice every little detail."

Sonetinmes, he would point out, ironically, that many had abandoned

Li bertarianismto becone socialists or other kinds of Statists because they
couldn't see the Invisible Hand even in the Free Market of the nineteenth
century.

Al'l they could see, he said, were the conspiracies of the big capitalists to
prevent free conpetition and to maintain their nonopolies. They, the fools, had
bel i eved governnent intervention would stop this.

Government intervention was, to Dr. Rauss Elysium just |ike the conspiracies of
the corporations, nerely another aspect of the Invisible Hand.

"It all coheres wonderfully,” he never tired of repeating. "Just notice all the
details."

Al as, the Tooth Fairy people were using all the sane argunments. They said that
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if you couldn't see the Tooth Fairy, you weren't |ooking hard enough
HONG KONG DONG

The fanme of Indole Ringh's marvel ous tenple with the | egendary Shivalingam soon
spread throughout India, and pilgrins cane from hundreds of mles away to | ook
and wonder.

The new cult did not |ast |ong, however, because sone m screant crept into the
tenpl e one dark night and stol e the Shivalingam

The nmultitudes were horrified, and even wathful, when the theft was discovered
the following norning, but old Indole R ngh, smling and spaced out, nmde a
little speech that cal nmed them all

"Mracles, like all other things," he said, "cone out of the Void for no reason
and return to the Void for no reason. Wait. Be patient. Pay attention to the
little details. And see what cones out of the Void next."

Actual Iy, the Shivalingamwas not exactly returned to the Void, but had nerely
been transported to Hong Kong.

The King Kong Dong had been brought to Hong Kong by the unsavory person naned
Chi Ken Teriyaki, who was wanted by the authorities in Japan for selling
"American" cigarettes nade in Taiwan, diluted shark-repellent, stocks and bonds
in atapioca mne in Nutley, New Jersey, cocaine cut with Corox, forged copies
of the now high-priced EI Mr forgeries of Van Gogh, and simlarly dubious

mer chandi se. Chi Ken, a hal f-Chinese, half-Japanese hoodlum had originally

wor ked for the infanbus Fu Manchu and was | ater part of the notorious Casper
GQutman nob in Istanbul. Fallen on | ean days, he now eked out a bare living as a
police informer in Hong Kong and part-tinme actor in underground COki nawan porn
novi es.

Chi Ken purloined the ithyphallic eidolon fromlndole Ringh's tenple of Shiva
because he knew of a fabulously rich man in Hong Kong who happened to be | ooking
for just such an item

Hong Kong at that tine, like nost of the Orient, was haunted by the specter of
the "boat people,"” refugees from Unistat who had crossed the Pacific in hopes of
a better life. There was no nation in the East willing to accept nore than a
handful of these pitiful people, and nost of themjust drifted fromharbor to
harbor, slowy starving, and hopi ng for acceptance sonmewhere.

These desperate people were fleeing the appalling conditions that prevailed in
Uni stat since Furbish Lousewart becane President in 1980.

The man Chi Ken Teriyaki was going to see was naned Wng Lee Chee, and he was a
deep, dense, secretive person, even nore inscrutable than the average Chinese
busi nessman.

Wng Lee Chee had been an athlete in his youth and had even toured Unistat once,
perform ng amazing karate feats in a carnival. H's mssing right eye (the black
pat ch made hi m even nore inscrutable) was said to be due to an unfortunate

i ncident that had occurred when the carnival was in Bad Ass, Texas, and he tried
to use the white washroomat a gas station

M. Wng had returned to China, and thence to Hong Kong, and had grown fat and
rich by prosecuting what he considered a judicious and appropriate canpai gn of
revenge agai nst Unistat. He nass-manufactured fake T ang dynasty art, to sw ndle
the Unistat mllionaires. He was the highest-paid informant for the CIA' s Far
East office, and, due to his know edge of Unistat, always turned in information
that confirned the paranoid fantasies of his enployers but had no connection
with what was actually goi ng on anywhere. Through a series of fronts, he had
taken over organized crine in Unistat and arranged that everybody would blane it
on the Sicilians.

He was currently engaged in snuggling as many as one thousand of the "boat
peopl e" a nonth into Hong Kong, where he put themto work in his factories and
paid themthree cents a day.

Wng Lee Chee, at eighty-seven, was a phil osopher and a man of balance. H's
life-style always tenpered severity with nercy, larceny with generosity,
sensuality with neditation. He always tried to be as just a man as was
conpatible with being a rich and confortabl e man.
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If one of the enployees in his factories showed initiative or talent, Wng Lee
Chee noticed, and that nman or worman was qui ckly pronoted to a position of
responsibility and solvency. He was no xenophobe; this policy applied even to
Japanese, Hindus, and the wetched Unistat refugees. M. Wng lived on Peach

Bl ossom Street and had a magnificent view of all of Hong Kong and the harbor. He
felt that the view was nmaki ng hi m nmore phil osophi cal every year. Each evening,
after his twilight meditation period, he would sit at his w ndow, snoking a |ong
black Italian cigar, and | ook down at the teening human hive below him thinking
that every person down there was the center of a whole universe, just like

hi nsel f.

He had | earned total detachnent fromall his own enotions in one split second,
the day the white cops in Bad Ass knocked his eye out while arresting him He
had known, in that second, that he could kill themall-no man in the world knew
nmore of aikido, judo, kung fu, and karate than Wng Lee Chee in his youth-but he
knew what woul d happen after that if he did it. He | ooked at his own rage,

under stood suddenly in a nini-Satori that this was a nmechanical -chem cal process
in his body, and becane the clear nmind that watched the rage instead of the
enotional mind that experienced it. Al of the nore nystical and obscure things
his martial arts teachers had tried to teach himabruptly nmade sense. He was
never the sanme nman again.

So he would sit, in the early evenings, snoking his foul Italian cigars (a taste
acquired froma busi ness associate nanmed Celine) and | ook down at Hong Kong and
its nyriad of robots, each driven by nmechanical and chenical refl exes, each
believing itself the center of the universe. And then he would | augh softly at
his own sense of superiority, because he knew that he was al so controlled by
chenical chains that determ ned what he could and could not think. Only in very
deep neditation, and only a few tinmes, had he broken those chai ns and
seen-briefly! how brieflyl-what the hell was really going on, outside of his own
mental card-index system

But Wng Lee Chee al ways cane out of those high nonments giggling foolishly, Iike
a mental defective, or weeping quietly at the stupidity of hinself and the rest
of humanity, or sinply dazed, |ike a man who opens the door to his own bedroom

and finds hinself lost in one of the craters of the noon.

On Septenber 23, 1986, Wng Lee Chee had two inportant visitors in his office.
The first was the robot who used the name Frank Sullivan. Wng Lee Chee gave him
a neatly typed report full of nonsense and nythol ogy about Far Eastern affairs,
which Sullivan would dutifully turn in to Nathaniel Drest at Cl A headquarters in
Al exandria; Drest would worry even nore that the Discordians were taking over
the worl d.

Sul l'i van gave Wng Lee Chee a cashier's check for twenty thousand dollars, from
U.S. Silicon and Sherbet, which was the CIA front for paynents nade to the Far
East sector. Sullivan al so gave Wng a check for one hundred thousand doll ars,
from Universal Synergetics Inc., which was the front for the heroin industry's
paynents to the Far East. M. Wng gave Sullivan a small ticket, which would
pass himinto a warehouse where the bricks of pure opiumwould be turned over to
him to be transported via the Corsican Mafia to France, where it would be
refined into heroin, shipped to New York, and seized by a cop naned Popeye
Doyl e. The |l ast part of the process, the intrusive Doyle, was not part of the

pl an, but happened, anyway, to one shipnent in two hundred, and was part of the
over head.

M. Wng |liked pseudo-Sullivan, even though he knew the robot was not human. It
was conforting to talk to an organi smthat possessed no enotions and saw
everything clearly, down to every last tiny little detail.

That ability to observe objectively was what made the robot such a superior
Intelligence Agent, Wng Lee Chee surnised.

The robot had, in fact, once been a hunman bei ng.

Then he joined the U S. Mrine Corps, where they sent himto Boot Canp and

br ai nwashed him

The marines, of course, did not know that what they did was brai nwashi ng. They
called it "turning a civilian into a marine." It consisted of breaki ng down
every inmprint and reflex in the brain, through stress, shock, and constant
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hum liation, and then inposing a new set of inprints and reflexes. Al mlitary
organi zations did it, and none of themknew it was brai nwashi ng.

The sem robotized, sem human product of Boot Canp was then anong the | ucky
twenty-or the unlucky twenty- to be chosen for special training by Nava
Intelligence.

He was then brai nwashed a second tinme. The technicians who worked on himthis
time were nore sophisticated than the Drill Instructors in Boot Canp, but they
still didn't like to call their work brai nwashi ng. "Brai nwashing," they al

felt, was what the eneny did. What they did was "turn a dunb marine into a
trained Intelligence Agent."

They used stress, shock, indoctrination, hypnosis, LSD, and conditioning.

The resul ting humanoi d subsequently defected to Russia and was brai nwashed a
third tinme by the K@B. Wat canme up, of course, was a Strange Loop: under

ordi nary hypnosis, he appeared to be what he clainmed to be, a sincere convert to
the Russian way of |ife; under m nd-drugs and deeper hypnosis, he was a Nava
Intelligence agent, as the K& suspected all along. They proceeded to brai nwash
hima fourth and fifth time, and he returned to Unistat to be debriefed and to
serve as a sl eeper agent for the KGB

Naval Intelligence then reprogramed himagain, digging out the third | evel that
the K@ couldn't reach. This |evel operated |like a Trapdoor Code in a conputer,
and was inaccessible to anyone, including the programmed agent hinself, except
for those who knew the triggering word, which happened to be "Fi shnonger,"
because the Naval Intelligence psychol ogi st who had devised this systemwas a
Charles Fort fan.

Naval Intelligence now had a man, or what had once been a man, who was accepted
totally by the K@ as one of their very own, and who even defined hinself that
way to hinself, but who was, at the word "Fi shnonger," an Objective Cbserver for
Naval Intelligence. He was exactly the twenty-third to have gone through this
Strange Loop

At this point the tinme-dwarfs from Zeta Reticuli got himwith a classic O ose
Encounter of the Third Kind. Al he ever renmenbered, and all he could tel

either the K@ or Naval Intelligence, was that a flashing |light had come out of
the sky, he had been paralyzed, and then it was three days later and he was in
anot her city. Everybody assuned that this was sone brain spasm caused by the
anmount of inprinting and reinprinting he had gone through.

But the Reticulans counted himas nunber 137 of their agents on Earth.

Al his IDidentified himas Frank Sullivan, of Dublin, Ireland, and even when
he went through the brai nwashing, or "basic training," as it was called, in the
Provisional Irish Republican Arny, that cover stood up

Nei t her he nor anyone el se renenbered, by 1987, that he had been born Lee Harvey
Cswal d.

Wng Lee Chee's second visitor that day was the unsavory Chi Ken Teriyaki, and
their business was of a sort that nost of the world would have regarded as
extrenely grisly and perverse.

But when Teriyaki left, two thousand dollars richer, Wng Lee Chee was an
extrenely happy man. He canceled all his appointnents for the day, summoned his
chauffeur, and sped like a bullet to the hone of Ying Kaw Foy, the youngest, the
| ovel iest, and the nost beloved of his three mi stresses.

"My youth has been restored,” he told the startled young lady. "I feel like a
mere |ad of forty-eight again! A whole newlife is opening for us."

There was no mistaking the glint in the old man's eye. "The gi nseng wor ked?" M.
Yi ng asked, deli ghted.

"Well, not quite," old Wng said carefully. "But this is al nbst as good. W can
nearly Potter Stewart again."
"My little old darling,” Ms. Ying said. "I have told you that it gives nme great

pl easure to Briggs you, no matter how long it takes. And you Briggs ne nost
deliciously and perfectly. And we are happy so, are we not? And what do you nean
by these strange words? How on earth does one nearly Potter Stewart?"

W ng opened his package and showed her

"Good grief!"™ Ms. Ying cried. "You' ve had your agents nutilate Mck Jagger!" But
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then her eyes misted over. "You'd do anything to please nme, wouldn't you? You
little old darling."

THE SYMPOSI UM

When Sinon Moon joined the Warren Bel ch Society, the effect was not additive,

but synergetic. Sinon the Walking @itch added to minds |ike those of C em Cotex
and Bl ake WIllianms could only result in what a nineteenth-century phil osopher
had foreseen as "the transvaluation of all values." A new cosnology, a new

t heol ogy, a new eschatol ogy, and even a new theory about the netaphysics of
Krazy Kat energed.

Unfortunately, they all got so stoned that they could never renenber afterward
exactly what they had decided. It was |ike the | egendary C hul hucon of 1978 or
1979, which was supposed to have taken place in Arkham

Massachusetts. Every science-fiction fan in the country was all eged to have been
there, and if they denied it, they were told that "the hash was so good al nost
everybody forgot everything that happened." Nobody ever knew, for sure, if

Ct hul hucon had itself happened, or if it was just a hoax, a |l egend created by a
mnority to perplex and annoy the mpjority.

Fortunately, or unfortunately, the Belchers all got together a week later to try
to reconstruct their great discoveries.

"I think," Sinmon Moon ventured, "that we all sort of agreed that Tristan Tzara,
witing poens by picking words out of a hat, created the whol e nbdern esthetic,
whi | e Cl aude Shannon, generating Information Theory by picking words out of a
hat, generated the correct approach to quantum nechanics."

"Jesus," Blake WIllianms protested, "did | agree to that? Wiat the hell were we
snoki ng, anyway?"

"Wait a minute," Cotex said. "Sinon has sonething, danmmt! Didn't we discover
that there is a second flaw of thernodynam cs as well as a second | aw?"

"I think," Percy "Prime" Tine said, "that we were discussing Deep Mngolian

St ei nem Job and that got us into the subject of unusual conbinations and
pernut ati ons. "

"Yes, yes, by God!" WIlians exclained. "W realized that genius consists of

| ooki ng for unusual conbinations. Al ekhine checkmates with a pawn, while his
opponent is worrying about his queen. Beethoven proceeds fromthe third novenent
to the fourth without the usual break. "

"And Shakespeare nakes a powerful ianbic pentanmeter |ine, one of his nobst
tragic, out of the sane word repeated five tines," Sinon interjected.

"And Picasso constructs a bull's head, and a mighty sinister one," Father
Starhawk said, "fromthe handl ebars and seat of a hicycle."

"And so," Sinobn Moon cried triunphantly, "the unusual conbination is the key to
creative genius, and Tzara did find a nechanical analog to it in picking words
froma hat at random And Shannon fornulated it mathematically when he realized
that information is nothing but unexpected conbi nati ons-negative entropy in

t her nrodynami cs!" "Jesus, run that by ne again," Prine Tinme said faintly. But

Bl ake WIlianms had the ideational ball and was running with it. "So Dada Art and
cybernetics are both ways of playing games with thernodynam cs, with the | anws of
probability," he said. "By God, |I'm becomng a nystic. The only way the universe
or universes can survive is by continuous acts of creativity-unusua

conbi nations-on sone |evel or another. Schrddinger was right all along: life
feeds on negative entropy. The mind feeds on negative entropy. The best favor
you can do for anybody is to shock them and no wonder the Zen Masters hit you
with a stick when you | east expect it; by God, any shock that's severe enough is
a new i nprint. "

"Imprint?" Professor Fred "Fidgets" Digits asked wanly.

"A hard-wired circuit in the nervous system" WIIians

said. "lnmprints are created by shock. The birth process

itself is the first shock and nmakes the first inprint. Haven't

you ever read ethol ogy?"

"You nean like a gosling inprints its nother, and if the nother isn't right
there it inmprints sone other white, round object like a Ping-Pong ball?" Digits
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said. "Yeah, | read that in Konrad Lorenz. Didn't he win the Nobel for it?"
"Well," WIlians said, "I've been wondering for years about the Holl andai se
Sauce nystery-the people who were poi soned by contam nated Hol | andai se once and
then had a toxic reaction whenever they tried to eat Hollandaise. That's an
imprint, | decided. Being poisoned is uh you nust adnmit a shock."

"Ch, wow," Sinmon Moon said. "That's |ike Dashiell Hammett's story about the guy
who al nmost got killed by a falling girder. Al his inprints got extinguished. He
just wandered off, forgetting is wife, his fanmly, his job, and everything,

| ooking for another Reality he could hook on to."

"Yes, yes," WIllians said. "You're getting it. It happens to shipwecked sailors
and other people in isolation for long periods too. The inprints fade and

what ever cones al ong nakes a new inprint. It happens in Free Fall; that's why
all the astronauts conme back nmutated. And it happens at the first MIllett too."
"Far Potter Stewarting out," Sinon said. "You nmean, | dig red-haired wonen
because ny first MIlett was with a red-haired girl in high school ?"

"You've got it," WIllianms said. "If it had been a young um | ady of color, you'd
be one of those cats who only like to swing with Black chicks."

"If it had been with a boy," Sinon said, "I'd be Gay!"

"That's it, that's it!" CemCotex cried. "If the Finkelstein nultiworlds nodel
i n quantum nechanics is true, there are universes in which you did not take
those inprints."

"Yeah," Sinon said. "I can see nyself hanging around Gay bars in one universe,
chasing Black foxy ladies in another. . . . My God, it's probably true on the
semantic circuits too. There might be a universe where | inprinted nmathenmatics
instead of words. | mght be a physicist or a conputer specialist over there

i nstead of a noveli st.
"And," Father Starhawk said solemly, "there might be a universe where, with a
different set of enotional and semantic inprints, | might be a professiona
crimnal, a jewel thief, or sonething."

There was a pause whil e everybody considered what they had been sayi ng.

"This is all rather speculative," Fred Digits said finally. "W're being carried
away by our own rhetoric, | suspect."

"Urn another thing," Father Starhawk said. "People seemto be changing rather
abruptly and in strange, unexpected ways | ately. Those negative entropy
connections and unusual conbinations, you know? | nean, people who've been
Straight all their lives and suddenly they're Gay or Bi or sonething. And
conservatives suddenly becoming liberals, as if all the semantic inprints are
fadi ng everywhere. Stable people schizzing out. Enptional neurotics suddenly
becomi ng mature. It can't all be the shocks of accelerating social change, can
it?"

Bl ake WIIlians beaned. "That's the question |'ve been asking nyself for nonths,"
he said, "and | think | have the answer. Gentlenen, all the so-called
recreational drugs that have cone into wide use in the |ast few decades may be
cheni cal shock devices. | think people are bleaching out their old inprints, and
acci dental | y maki ng new ones, when they think they're just getting high and
havi ng fun."

"WAit a minute," Sinmon said. "lIsn't there a guy in prison in California for the
| ast twenty-seven years or so for saying that? Sone psychiatrist naned Sid Cohen
or sonet hi ng?"

"Never heard of him" said Prine Time. "Besides, we don't put people in jail in
this country for their ideas."

"Wl |, anyway," Sinon said, "even if all these new inprints nmade with dope are
more or | ess accidental and the people doing it don't know what they're doing
actually, it sure has stirred up a lot of the creative energy we were talking
about. New conbi nati ons-bizarre, unthinkable, taboo conbinations-are fornming in
brains all over the world every few ninutes. Maybe that's why the Libertarian
Imortalist Party could come out of nowhere and win the election by a |andslide.
"No nmore death and taxes.' My God, who woul d have thought of it, twenty years
ago?"

After the nmeeting broke up C em Cotex hung around the office awhile, bringing
the files up to date, dusting the Venetian blinds, wondering why Dr. Hugh Crane,
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the nost brilliant mnd in the whole society, had been so quiet during this
meeting, and al so speculating idly about how the novel he was in was going to
end.

There was a knock on the door.

"Cone," said em He had picked that up fromhis hero, Captain (now Admiral)
James T. Kirk, and he thought it was nuch classier than "Cone in."

A small, brown, charismatic Puerto Rican opened the door. "Hugo de Naranja," he
sai d, introducing hinself Continental fashion

"Clem Cotex," Cemsaid. "Wiat can | do for you?"

"You investigate the inpossible, not so?"

"Have a seat," Clemsaid. "W investigate the Real," he added, "especially those
parts that the narrow m nded and nentally constipated regard as inpossible,
yes."

Hugo sat down. "I aminitiate," he said, "in Santaria. Also in Voudon. | am poet
and shaman. | am al so- how you say?-goan bananas over one neestery all ny
training in Magi cko cannot explain. | theenk the Novelist play a treek on nme."
"Ch, ah," Oemsaid thoughtfully, "you're aware that we're living in a novel ?"
"Ch, si, is it not obvious?" Hugo smled, one weathered quantum junper to

another. "You |look at the leetle details, you see much treekery, no?"

"Remind me to study this Santaria sonetine," Clemsaid. "lIt's given you a broad
perspective, | can see. Now, what's your problenf"

"Poetry, it earns no much the dinero," Hugo said. "I work nights as watchman, to
keep body and soul together. You know? So one night at the warehouse | see thees
cat-thees son-of-a-beetch of a cat-and it is there and it is not there. You
know?"

"Ch, certainly,” Cemsaid. "You should take Bl ake Wl Ilians' course on quantum
physi cs and neuropsychol ogy. "

"Son-of -a-beetch," Hugo said. "I took that course, but | no pay attention nuch.
Just to get the credit to get the degree. You know? | nees sonething inportant?”
"Every nodern poet and shaman shoul d know quant um physics,"” Cemsaid sternly.
"Specialization is ol d-fashioned. You see, Senor de Naranja, what you
encountered was Schrodinger's Cat, and Schrdédinger's Cat is only in this nove
part of the tinme."

NO LIMTS ALLONED
No limts allowed, no limts exist.
-john lily, The Center of the Cycl one

"The man fromthe FBlI is here again," Ms. Karrig said, "with a man fromthe
District Attorney's office."

Dr. Dashwood breathed deeply. "Send . . . them. . . in," he said as calmy as
he coul d, clicking off the intercom
He stared at the door for one frozen nonent, still breathing deeply, relaxing

every nuscle; and then the door opened, and the two nmen cane in.

I could junp out of the wi ndow, Dashwood thought. But then he controlled

hi nmsel f.

He recogni zed Tobi as Knight at once, but the man fromthe D. A 's office-who

| ooked |i ke a young Lincoln, or Henry Fonda playi ng young Lincol n-was a
stranger.

"Dr. Dashwood," Knight said cordially, "this is Cotton DeAct, fromthe District
Attorney's office.”

"Named after Cotton Mather?" Dashwood asked inanely.

"Named after Cotton Hawes, the detective," DeAct said, |ooking enbarrassed. "M
mot her was a great nystery-story fan."

"Ch," Dashwood said. There didn't seemto be any other appropriate conment.
There was a pause, and Dashwood noticed that Tobias Knight | ooked a bit
enbarrassed al so

"Well, gentlenmen," he said heartily, "what can | do for you?"

"Hrrrph!" DeAct cleared his throat. "Dr. Dashwood," he said formally, "there
are two detectives fromthe Vice Squad waiting outside. They have a warrant for
your arrest umfor violating Section 666 of the revised crimnal code ah
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Bestiality." He was actually bl ushing.

"l see," Dashwood said. He realized that his breath had becone shallow and his
muscl es were tensing; with an effort, he relaxed. "I've known this day m ght
conme," he said with icy calm "Wy don't they just cone in and arrest nme, then?"
DeAct took a chair; Knight renmained standi ng- bet ween Dashwood and the wi ndow,
al t hough not bei ng conspi cuous about how he got hinself there.

"Wl |, ah," DeAct said, lighting a cigarette nervously. "You are ah um an
International Celebrity in a sense um people say Freud Ki nsey Masters Johnson
and Dashwood al nost in one breath you might say. Ah there are questions of
Scientific Freedomat stake here. Ah there is the matter of our national inmage
ah we don't want you to be called the American Sakharov or anything like that

ha- ha right?"

"Do you nean," Dashwood cried, "you might offer ne a deal ?"

"Well, | can't speak with any authority on that," DeAct said quickly. "Wat we
have in nind is having you ah fill us in on the background details."

"You nmean you want ne to informon ny coll eagues," Dashwood said, not quite
maki ng a question of it.

"No, no nothing like that," DeAct said. "It's hardly necessary, anyway. W know
who they are and where they are, all sixty-seven of them" He noted Dashwood's
reaction. "Yes," he went on, "there is very little we don't know about Project
Pan, as you called it."

"Ch, Burger," Knight said suddenly. "Let's stop fiddle-Stewarting around. W've
been on this investigation for over a year, Dashwood. W know that you and your
friend Blake WIlians sonehow or other induced sixty-seven top scientific brains
to get enbroiled with you in this, this, this ..." He blanched, and then went on
brutally, "W know you've been Lourding animls, damrit! Lourding donkeys and
Lourdi ng goats and Lourdi ng God-knows-what - el se-what ever your Rehnqui sts woul d
fit into, evidently. Jesus Christ," he added, "I never heard of such a thing."
"That's enough, Tobias," DeAct said sharply. "You see our problem Dr. Dashwood
Even in this age of sexual perm ssiveness and Free Scientific Inquiry, you seem
to have crossed a line into very ah controversial territory, as well as being in
viol ation of Section 666, the Bestiality law. Wat we want to know i s"-he